Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 
in  2013 


http://archive.org/details/argus1993nort 


f         ARGUS  ' 

1992-93  Staff 

Editor 

Madelyn  Boudreaux 

Art  Editor 

Wendy  Lemmon 

Fiction  Editor 

Grant  Williams 

Poetry  Editor 

Bonnye  Busbice 

Personal  Essay 

Ashley  Ezernack 

Scholarly  Essay 

Randy  Price 

Donna  Barney 

Hank  Cannon 

Ricky  Darbonne 

Phillip  DeVilbiss 

Shelley  Easterling 

Heath  Fitts 

JefTFontenot 

Jennifer  Madden 

Joe  Parrie 

Claire  Russel 

Maile  Taylor 

Jon  Wallace 


B 


m 


js^ 


a 


a 


ARGUS  Contest  Winners 
Fall  1992 

Art 

1st  —  Jason  Bratlie:  Flight  to  Freedom 

2nd  —  sub-zero  permafrost:  self  po-trait 

3rd  —  James  Hunter:  Bang 

Fiction 

1st  —  Consuela:  Hollow  Cores 
2nd --  C.  Michael  Edwards:  The  Harper's  Tutor 

Poetry 

1st  —  Ben  Grieser:  Match 

2nd  —  Angel  Guidroz:  Untitled 

3rd  —  Carol  Bernard:  Duty 

3rd  —  "Arkansas"  Christopher  Lowry:  Fool's  Gold 

Personal  Essay 

1st  —  Paul  D.  Pickering:Hair  I  am,  a  Non-Traditional  Student 

Scholarly  Essay 

1st  —  Paul  D.  Pickering:  Shakespeare's  Ideal  Example  of  Action 
2nd  —  Linda  Boyd:  Enjoy  the  Silence 


3rd  —  David  Herrell:  Radical  Feminism  in  Relation  to 


Reproductive  Technologies 


1 


w 


^^m 


It 


Spring  1993 

Art 

1st  —  Mark  Kapera:  Untitled 


Essay 

1st  —  David  Herrell:  Review  of  a  Documentary  of  Native 
American  Homosexuality 
2nd  —  Laura  Young:  Beauty  is  Never  Thin  Deep 
3rd  —  Consuela:  Mission 

Fiction 

1st  —  John  Doughty,  jr.:  The  Dav  We  Planted  Sallie  Martin 

2nd  —  Colum  0':  A  Surrealist  Experience  on  the  Dialectic 

3rd  —  Ronald  M.  Rachal:  Blurp  the  Frog 

3rd  —  Valerie  Lee:  From  the  Eyes  of  the  Dancer 


Poetry 

1st  —  Marcy  Fran  torn:  Silence  of  the  Father 

2nd  —  Linda  Boyd:  The  Role  of  Socialization  in 

Women's  Choices  to  Stay  in  Abusive  Relationships. 

3rd  —  Consuela:  Untitled 

3rd  —  Isabella  Martes:  Mary's  House 


Cover  Design 

Linda  Boyd:  After  Aquarian 


^ 


^ 


I 


ill 


ARGH-us!:  An  Editorial 

by  Madelyn  Boudreaux,  Intrepid  Macintosh  Operator 

Welcome  to  the  1993  issue  of  ARGUS,  your  literary  magazine.  This 
is  the  eighteenth  year  of  the  ARGUS,  so  I  guess  the  magazine  can  finally 
legally  buy  beer  in  Louisiana.  Back  in  1976,  when  the  first  ARGUS  was 
published,  we  lived  in  a  radically  different  world.  Granted,  disco  was 
popular  then,  too,  but  at  least  the  deficit  was  a  number  most  people  could 
imagine.  No  one  had  a  personal  computer,  and  no  one  hadheard  of  AIDS. 
It  was  the  best  of  times,  it  was...  well,  you  know  the  drill.  Anyway,  a  few 
students  saw  a  need  for  a  literary  forum,  so  they  created  the  ARGUS. 
They  chose  the  name  ARGUS,  a  mythological  giant  with  a  hundred  eyes, 
to  represent  the  "many  viewpoints  of  artists  on  the  NSU  campus."  In  the 
myth,  the  Argus  was  slain,  and  the  goddess  Hera  immortalized  its  eyes 
in  the  tail  of  the  peacock,  hence  the  cover  art.  Besides,  a  hundred-eyed 
monster  probably  wouldn't  make  a  great  cover-model. 

This  is  the  third  year  that  I've  edited  the  magazine;  it  has  been  rocky 
at  times,  but  well  worth  it  in  the  end.  The  horrors  of  disgruntled  writers 
and  weird  computer  gremlins  all  fade  when  the  magazine  is  delivered. 
I  could  say  a  lot  of  yucky,  flowery  stuff  here  about  a  sense  of 
accomplishment,  but  you  probably  get  the  picture. 

The  work  represented  in  the  ARGUS  has  been  carefully  selected. 
Each  fall  and  spring,  we  run  a  contest.  Members  of  the  Scholars'  College 
and  the  Language  and  Communications  faculty  are  asked  to  serve  as 
judges.  Because  each  entry  has  on  it  only  the  author's  social  security 
number,  the  judges  do  not  know  the  identity  of  the  writers.  These  judges 
make  suggestions  for  winners,  and  the  ARGUS  staff  compiles  the 
manuscripts  deemed  worthy  of  publication  by  the  judges.  The  staff 
would  like  to  thank  this  year's  wonderful  judges.  Professors  Grady 
Ballenger,  Jean  D'Amato,  Clyde  Downes,  Christina  Ford,  Katherine 
Kearns,  Nadia  Keller,  Craig  Milliman,  Bill  Nelles,  Susan  Newton, 
Helaine  Ross,  Gary  Ross,  Tom  Samet,  and  Nate  Therien  all  devoted 
valuable  time  to  reading  manuscripts  and  making  recommendations. 

In  addition  to  this  publication,  ARGUS  participates  in  the  Southern 
Literary  Festival  Competition .  Each  spring,  we  send  outstanding  works 
of  poetry,  fiction,  scholarly  and  personal  essays,  and  the  magazine  itself, 
to  compete  with  many  other  universities  across  the  South.  This  spring, 
we  had  two  winners:  Paul  Pickering  and  Danielle  Halliburton,  both 
essayists.  Participating  and  placing  in  this  competition  helps  to  publicize 
Northwestern,  to  show  off  our  university's  talent  and  our  dedication  to 
literature. 

I  hope  you  enjoy  this  issue.  It  represents  some  of  the  best  writing 
your  fellow  students  have  to  offer.  The  ARGUS  is  a  forum  for  free  speech 


(we  never  censor!)  and  for  entertainment.    If  you  enjoy  the  ARGUS, 
aybe  you  should  get  involved  next  year.  Likewise,  if  you  think  it  needs 
improvements  (and  what  in  this  world  doesn't?),  join  us  and  help  to  make 
next  year's  issue  even  better.  See  you  in  the  Fall! 
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Silence  of  the  Father  -  Marcy  Frantom 

Not  knowing  what  lack  of  worship 
has  befallen  him,  a  man 
returns  from  the  bar  to  a  simple 
roast  and  stewed  carrots 

and  children  she  presents  him 
whose  faces  he  can  no  longer  read. 
He  looks  out  the  window  toward 
electrified  fences  which  make  square 
a  rolling  pasture  firm  and  cold 
where  darkness  surfs  in 
unchecked  by  house  lights. 

He  can  no  longer  remember  the  voice 
of  his  father  who  is  not  dead 

but  only  a  scrape  of  work  boots 
on  linoleum,  each  square  corner 
pressed  down  by  a  one-penny  nail, 
the  scuff  of  a  chair  pulled  back 
and  a  heaviness  falling  into  it. 
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Match  -  Ben  Grieser 

Surely,  my  dear, 
We  were  meant  for  each  other 
So  perfectly  matched 
Were  our  facades. 


Untitled  -  Consuela 

I  see  him  staring 

out  the  corner  of  his  eye 

at  my  stockings 

while  I  take  notes 

on  the  polar  shift. 

I  recross  my  legs, 

giving  him  what  I  believe 

to  be  a  better  view, 

and  realize  that 

nothing  has  shifted  at  all. 


Swing  Set  Portrait  -  Angel  Guidroz 

They  tell  me  not 

to  hang  on, 

but  my  apple  essence 

swings 

holding  tight  to  the  chain  linked 

fasteners, 

my  skirted 

legs  feel  naked 

in  the  wind... 

and  I  hang  on. 

The  mocking  laughs 

ring  effortlessly 

on  the  parachute  breeze, 

and  I  crawl 

away 

with  brush-burned  knees 

to  hide  beneath 

the  Old  Oak  Daddy. 

Spring  tears 

melt  with  sugar  candy 

and  wilted  pigtails 

tangle  in  my  fingers... 

too  young  to  know 

that  hanging  on 

might  never 

end. 

The  oily  playground 

doesn't  ring 

anymore, 

but  the  squeaking 

of  my  swing  set 

hurts  my  ears. 

And  the  sugar  candy  comforts 

have  left  nothing 

but 

tangled  memories. 


The  Day  We  Planted  Sallie  Martin  -  John  Doughty,  jr. 

Daddy  always  said  it  rained  every  time  a  good  man  died.  "Leastwise," 
he  told  me,  "it  does  when  you  plant  'em." 

I  think  it  rains  when  you  plant  a  good  woman,  and  that's  what  I  told 
old  Willie  Harris  the  day  we  were  digging  Sallie  Martin's  grave.  About 
daylight,  the  funeral  home,  Calamis  and  Sons  from  over  in  Duncan ville, 
had  set  up  a  big  green  canopy  in  the  corner  of  the  Piney  Hills  Cemetery. 
It'd  been  raining  for  two  or  three  days,  and  when  me  and  old  Willie  got 
there  it  started  pouring  down. 

But  we  bailed  water  while  we  dug  and  finally  got  the  grave  ready 
and  everything  set  up  under  the  canopy.  Had  some  folding  wooden 
chairs  on  one  side  of  the  grave  for  the  next  of  kin.  I  wondered  who  was 
going  to  sit  in  them. 

They  had  Sallie's  funeral  down  at  the  Rose  of  Sharon  Colored 
Baptist  Church  and  she  was  white  —  leastwise,  that's  what  I  always 
thought.  Old  Willie's  colored,  so  I  thought  he'd  know.  "Sallie  was 
white,"  I  told  him.  "Wasn't  she?" 

He  just  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  didn't  say  nothing. 

Before  long  we  saw  the  funeral  procession  coming  down  the  gravel 
road  through  them  piney  woods  and  the  rain.  The  hearse  was  in  front, 
and  behind  it,  splashing  through  the  water,  came  Sallie's  big  black  '59 
Cadillac. 

"Here  they  come,  Willie,"  I  told  him.  "Ain't  but  two  cars.  Looks  like 
we  gonna  be  pall  bearers,  too." 

We  left  the  canopy  and  walked  through  the  rain  to  the  edge  of  the 
cemetery.  When  the  procession  stopped,  me  and  old  Willie  and  them 
two  solemn-faced  funeral  directors  pulled  Sallie's  casket  out  of  the 
hearse. 

The  doors  on  Sallie's  Cadillac  opened  and  out  came  the  preacher 
and  a  bunch  of  umbrellas  and  the  next  of  kin:  Sallie's  girls  in  their 
funeral  finery  like  angels  dressed  in  black  —  fallen  angels,  that  is. 

Some  of  Sallie's  girls  were  colored;  some  were  white,  but  they  all 
had  on  red  lipstick  and  painted  faces  and  had  glass  diamonds  hanging 
from  their  ears.  They  stood  there  with  their  high-heeled  shoes  sunk  in 
the  mud,  holding  umbrellas  with  one  hand  and  wiggling  down  tight 
dresses  with  the  other  hand.  The  air  smelled  like  flowers,  and  there 
weren't  none  in  the  hearse. 

Sallie  was  little-bitty  old  lady  —  she  was  a  lady  no  matter  what 
those  good  Christian  women  down  at  the  Duncanville  First  Baptist 
Church  say  —  so  the  four  of  us  didn't  have  any  trouble  toting  her  casket. 
It  had  gold  handles,  and  that  cedar  wood  shined  like  new  money  and  the 
white  cross  of  Jesus  was  in  the  middle,  carved  on  top  of  the  lid.  And 


they'd  painted  two  pink  baby  angels  at  Sallie's  head  and  an  open  Bible 
at  her  feet.  You  could  read  the  words,  but  I  can't  read,  so  I  don't  know 
what  they  said  but  figure  I  got  an  idea. 

But  I  do  know  what  that  colored  preacher  said. 

We  held  on  to  them  gold  handles,  and  he  walked  behind  us  and  the 
girls  walked  behind  him.  He  raised  his  hands  in  the  air,  pointed  his 
Bible  toward  heaven  where  all  that  rain  was  coming  from,  and  shouted 
over  and  over  while  water  poured  down  his  face:  "Glory  be!  Glory  be! 
The  Lord  sends  down  His  rain!" 

"Amen!"  old  Willie  said. 

"Praise  the  Lord!"  them  fancy  girls  yelled. 

"Hallelujah!"  that  preacher  hollered.  "Wash  all  our  sins  away!" 

Them  two  directors  looked  at  each  other  and  their  faces  weren't 
solemn  no  more.  They  started  walking  faster.  Then,  while  that  sin- 
washing  rain  poured  down  and  old  Willie  said  "Amen!"  and  that 
preacher  shouted  ""Hallelujah!"  and  the  fancy  girls  yelled  "Praise  the 
Lord!"  and  the  directors  walked  away  even  faster,  the  Lord  sent  down 
a  wind  to  blow  our  sins  away. 

That  sin-blowing  wind  blew  that  sin-washing  rain  in  our  faces  and 
blowed  that  canopy  slap  out  of  the  cemetery. 

"Hallelujah!"  the  preacher  shouted. 

Them  directors  was  damned  near  running,  their  knuckles  on  them 
gold  handles  as  white  as  their  faces  and  their  coat-tails  flapping 
straight  out.  But  me  and  old  Willie  kept  up,  and  a  New  York  second 
later  we  set  Sallie's  casket  on  the  rope  straps  across  her  grave. 

The  chairs  had  turned  over,  so  me  and  old  Willie  picked  them  up 
and  held  them  while  Sallie's  girls  sat  down.  Their  umbrellas'd  blowed 
out  backwards,  and  them  girls  weren't  painted  and  fancy  no  more;  the 
rain'd  washed  their  faces  clean. 

"Hallelujah!"  the  preacher  shouted,  still  holding  his  hands  and  his 
Bible  up  toward  the  Lord  and  the  sin-washing  rain. 

"Amen!"  old  Willie  said. 

"Praise  the  Lord!"  Sallie's  girls  yelled. 

One  of  them  girls  had  big  bosoms  and  red  hair  and  skin  as  white  as 
a  Klansman's  sheet.  A  crepe-paper  rose  she'd  wore  in  her  hair  turned 
to  mush,  and  a  dark  red  streak  came  from  the  mush ,  ran  down  her  hair, 
and  flowed  between  those  bosoms  like  blood. 

When  that  red-head's  dress  had  been  dry  you  could  have  probably- 
seen  through  it,  but  now  it  was  wet  and  you  could  for  sure,  and  you 
could  see  her  underwear.  I  swear  I  didn't  look.  It  was  lace,  black  lace. 

Them  two  directors  stood  behind  Sallie's  girls,  their  black  coat-tails 
flapping  in  the  wind,  the  rain  dripping  and  blowing  sideways  from  their 
noses,  their  teeth  clenched,  and  their  lips  a  gash  across  their  faces. 


The  preacher  stood  at  Sallie's  head,  his  head  and  his  hands  down 
now,  praying,  his  finders  clasped  together,  holding  his  soaking-wet 
Bible.  "The  Lord  gives  .  .  ." 

"Amen!"  old  Willie  said. 

"Praise  the  Lord!"  Sallie's  girls  hollered. 

"And  the  Lord  takes  away!" 

Me  and  old  Willie  stood  at  Sallie's  feet.  The  preacher  prayed,  and 
I  kept  one  eye  on  Sallie's  grave  and  the  slowly  rising  water;  I  kept  the 
other  eye  on  the  crepe-paper  blood  flowing  between  the  bosoms.  Every 
once  in  a  while  I  would  raise  both  eyes  to  them  directors  standing  there 
swaying  in  the  sin-blowing  wind. 

Then  the  preacher  raised  his  eyes,  his  hands,  and  that  soaking  - 
wet  Bible  toward  heaven.  The  wind  caught  the  pages,  ripped  them  from 
that  book  like  cards  from  a  deck  and  scattered  them  across  the 
cemetery.  They  plastered  against  tombstones,  words  in  ink  pressed 
into  words  chiseled  in  stone. 

"Blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord!" 

That's  about  all  I  remember,  but  I  do  know  the  last  thing  that 
preacher  said:  'The  Lord,  He  works  in  mysterious  ways!" 

"Amen,"  old  Willie  said. 

"Amen,"  I  told  him. 

"Praise  the  Lord,"  Sallie's  girls  said. 

"Thank  God,"  the  directors  both  said  and  headed  for  the  hearse. 

The  rain  poured;  the  wind  blowed;  the  hearse  got  stuck.  The 
preacher,  the  girls,  me  and  old  Willie  pushed.  It  slung  mud,  got  free, 
and  went  down  that  gravel  road  like  a  scalded  dog.  We  watched  it 
disappear  through  the  piney  woods  and  the  rain. 

The  preacher  got  behind  the  wheel  of  Sallie's  Cadillac,  and  Sallie's 
girls  piled  in  around  him.  They  drove  away,  and  the  last  thing  me  and 
old  Willie  saw  was  the  tail-lights  sticking  out  like  red  eye-balls  on  the 
end  of  them  black  tail-fins. 

But  the  last  thing  we  heard  was  that  preacher.  When  the  tail-lights 
blinked  out,  we  heard  him  yell,  "Blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord!" 

"Amen,"    old  Willie  said. 

"Amen,"    I  told  him. 

I  shook  my  head  at  the  way  the  Good  Lord  blesses  the  righteous  and 
the  holy,  and  old  Willie's  head  was  shaking  for  the  same  reason,  I'm 
sure.  "Well,"  I  told  him,  "let's  plant  Sallie  Martin." 

Her  grave  was  full  of  water.  Rain  poured  down  and  wind  howled 
through  the  trees  in  the  piney  woods,  but  me  and  old  Willie  bailed.  It 
was  hard  to  make  headway,  but  we  finally  lowered  the  casket. 

It  floated. 

"Got  an  idea,"  I  told  old  Willie.   "You  stand  on  the  casket;  that'll 


weight  it  down.  I'll  throw  dirt  in." 

He  shook  his  head  "No,"  and  said  he  hadn't  done  that  before. 
"Okay,"  I  told  him.  "I'll  do  it." 

I  got  down  in  the  grave  with  Sallie  Martin,  put  one  foot  on  the  cross 
on  top  of  the  casket,  then  the  other.  It  sank  slowly  sliding  into  the  mud. 
Old  Willie  started  throwing  dirt  faster  than  I  'd  ever  seen  him  work, 
and  he  was  a  hard  worker.  The  dirt  hit  the  water,  turned  into  mud,  and 
rose  to  my  knees.  A  big  bubble  of  air  erupted  from  the  casket  like  Sallie 
had  burped.  Old  Willie  looked  at  me,  a  strange  look  in  his  eyes. 

"Bail  again,"  I  told  him. 

He  did,  and  the  casket  sank  further  into  the  mud.  "Okay,"  I  told 
him.  "Help  me  out  of  here." 

He  pulled,  and  I  climbed.  My  boots  seemed  like  they  was  glued  to 
that  cross  on  top  of  the  casket,  but  they  finally  came  free  and  I  joined 
old  Willie  at  the  edge  of  the  grave.  We  both  looked  down,  watching  the 
mud  covering  Sallie  Martin.  It  moved,  rose  up,  then  stopped.  We 
throwed  dirt  —  fast. 

Then  up  popped  the  casket,  shiny  no  more,  dripping  mud.  Old 
Willie's  eyes  got  big  as  saucers;  bet  mine  did  too. 

"Got  an  idea,"  I  told  him.  "Find  me  a  broke  tombstone." 

He  shook  his  head  "No." 

I  found  one  but  couldn't  hardly  tote  it,  sol  drug  it  to  the  edge  of  the 
grave.  Old  Willie  wouldn't  help.  He  just  stood  there  with  them  big  eyes 
and  the  rain  washing  over  him  and  wind  whipping  his  overalls. 

I  stood  on  top  of  the  cross  and  moved  back  and  forth  like  I  was 
dancing,  and  the  casket  slid  back  under  the  mud.  Them  baby  angels 
disappeared  from  sight  —  forever,  I  hoped.  I  grabbed  hold  of  the  broke 
tombstone  and  pulled  it  in  the  grave  with  me  and  Sallie.  It  sunk,  and 
I  finally  got  it  in  place  over  that  cross  down  under  the  mud.  Old  Willie 
started  throwing  dirt  again  —  fast. 

I  got  out  of  the  grave  and  helped,  and  we  throwed  dirt  like  no  two 
grave-diggers  ever  did  before;  that  shovel  handle  rubbed  blisters  on 
both  my  hands.  But  we  finally  got  Sallie  Martin  planted.  We  mounded 
mud  on  top  of  her  grave  and  patted  it  smooth  with  our  shovels.  It  was 
like  the  world's  biggest  pile  of  brown  jelly.  We'd  pat  and  the  whole  thing 
would  quiver,  and  the  wind'd  blow  and  the  whole  thing  would  shake. 
Leastwise,  I  hoped  it  was  the  wind. 

Old  Willie  was  breathing  hard;  me  too. 

"Let's  get  out  of  here,"  I  told  him. 

We  gathered  up  the  folding  chairs  and  pitched  them  and  our 
shovels  in  the  bao:  of  my  pickup.  We  left  that  canopy  up  in  the  top  of 
a  pine  tree.  Last  I  saw  it,  it  looked  like  a  big  green  flag  with  gold  letters 
whipping  back  and  forth.  I'd  asked  one  time  and  old  Willie'd  said  they 


spelled  Calamis  &  Sons. 

We  jumped  inside  the  truck  and  slammed  the  doors.  The  wind 
shook  the  cab,  and  rain  poured  down  the  windows  like  somebody*  d 
turned  on  a  water  hose.  Old  Willie  breathed  a  sigh  of  relief.  I  looked 
in  the  glove-box.  "Hand  me  that  bottle,"  I  told  him. 

Old  Willie  ain't  never  been  a  drinking  man,  but  he  stared  hard  at 
that  whiskey  when  he  handed  it  to  me.  I  pulled  the  cork  and  turned 
the  bottle,  one  eye  watching  bubbles  rise,  the  other  eye  watching  that 
mound  of  dirt  through  the  rear-view  mirror.  It  was  still  shaking. 

"Hand  me.  that  bottle,"  old  Willie  told  me. 

I  handed  it  to  him  and  he  took  a  bigger  gulp  than  I  had,  wiped  his 
lips  with  the  back  of  his  hand,  and  handed  it  back. 

That  old  Chevy  had  a  weak  battery,  so  I  always  parked  on  a  hill 
because  old  Willie  was  getting  too  old  to  push.  I  mashed  in  on  the  clutch 
and  stomped  on  the  starting  pedal.  Didn't  a  damned  thing  happen. 
Motor  wouldn't  start  and  the  truck  didn't  roll  down  the  hill. 

I  looked  at  him  and  he  looked  at  me  and  reached  for  the  bottle.  I 
handed  it  to  him  and  told  him,  "Gonna  have  to  push." 

He  swigged  at  the  whisky,  and  then  he.  told  me.  "No." 

I  put  the  gears  in  neutral,  opened  my  door,  put  one  foot  on  the 
running  board  and  the  other  one  on  the  ground,  and  pushed.  We 
started  rolling.  I  jumped  back  inside,  put  the  gears  in  second  and 
popped  the  clutch.  That  old-faithful  six-banger  started. 

We  headed  out  of  the  cemetery,  down  the  gravel  road,  splashing 
through  the  water.  Old  Willie  handed  me  the  bottle,  and  I  raised  it  to 
my  lips.  The  bubbles  rose,  and  the  mound  of  mud  in  the  rear-view 
mirror  shook  until  I  lost  sight  of  it  through  them  piney  woods  and  the 
rain. 

I  handed  the  bottle  to  old  Willie  and  asked  him,  "What  are  you 
gonna  do  with  your  grave-digging  money?" 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  took  a  drink  of  whiskey.  "Don't 
know,"  he  told  me. 

I  thought  about  them  sheet-white  bosoms. 

Old  Willie  ain't  never  been  a  carousing  man,  but  he  told  me, 
"Wonder  if  they  got  Sallie's  place  opened  back  up  yet?" 


The  Role  of  Socialization  in  Women's  Choices  to  Stay  In 
Abusive  Relationships  -  Linda  Boyd 

thank  you  for  the  flowers; 

they  were  Baudelaire's  blooms, 

the  evil  pollen  was  black  and  made  my  nose  and  eyes  swell  shut 

but  I  realize  it  was  the  thought  that  counted. 

thank  you  for  the  touch; 

it  was  closer  to  being  hit, 

your  hand  skidding  towards  me  with  more  force  than  love 

but  I  know  these  days  it's  better  than  no  caress  at  all. 

thank  you  for  all  these  years; 

I  could  have  found  better  lovers  but 

you  make  me  feel  so  much,  why  choose  numbing  pain 

over  the  kind  that  you  can  see  and  taste  when  it  runs  down  your 

throat? 


Untitled  -  Angel  Guidroz 

My  brother  says  that  a  joint  makes  you  stare  into  space  for 

hours, 
thinking  nothing  but  experiencing  everything, 

lost  in  a  single  image. 

How  can  I  explain  to  him  that  people  get  lost  in  themselves 

eveyday 

staring  into  a  reflection, 

searching  out  little  wrinkles 

lost  in  youth 

less  defenses  from  the  world  around  them 

little  tears  in  the  skin 

faces  in  mirrors 

everywhere 

thinking  about  everything 

expressing  nothing 

lost  in  an  image 

lost  in  a  wrinkle 

worried  about  time. 

He  says  that  after  a  joint  a  person  doesn't  feel  time  the 

same. 


^ 
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How  can  I  explain  to  him  that  my  time  is  different  from  his. 

That  staring  in  the  mirror  too  long  erases  time. 

We're  all  just  images. 

Lost  youth. 

Experiencing  thoughts. 

Thinking  of  experiences. 

Lost  in  the  image,  the  moment,  no  time. 

He  says  a  person  smoking  a  joint  can  stare  at  the  wall  for 

hours 

I  wonder  how  long  I've  stared  at  this  paper 

lost  in  its  image 

writing  down  experiences 

feeling  everything 

lost  in  my  youth 

feeling  the  wrinkles 

not  knowing  time. 

Thinking  of  nothing. 

Wondering  what  it  feels  like  to  smoke  a  joint. 

Scared  of  why  I  feel  the  same  though  I  haven't  smoked  one. 
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Fool's  Gold  -  "Arkansas"  Christopher  Lowry 

With  invariable  unhalting  phrases  synchronized  to  the 

second  hand 

I  wander  through  a  foreign  land 

in  search  of  foolish  folly,  finding  feasible 

facsimilies  of  fashionable  ferrets 

eating  orange  carrots  and  asking 

What's  up,  duck? 

The  desert  sun  is  burning  on  a  young  heart  that  is  yearning 

for  the  answer  to  the  question  of  the  day 

20  million  years  ago  in  a  thought  fleetingly  given 

I  called  on  you  but  heard  a  song  and  got  distracted 

so  you  left 

what  can  I  say  to  you  about  the  way  I  am  feeling 

sort  of  up  and  down,  sunrise,  sunset  some  sun  feeling 

I  want  to  share  with  anyone  I  suppose 

but  especially  with  you 


J 
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Untitled  -  Jonathan  Wallace  (black  &  white  photo) 
13 


Beauty  Is  Never  Thin  Deep  -  Laura  Young 

I  never  thought  it  could  happen  to  me.  I  was  on  the  dean's  list,  had  an 
active  role  in  my  sorority  and  was  even  well  liked  by  my  fellow  students. 
Basically,  I  was  a  "normal"  college  student  facing  stress  and  anticipating 
graduation.  That  is,  until  my  "secret"  overshadowed  my  dreams.  I  was 
suffering  from  anorexia  nervosa. 

My  secret  started  my  first  semester  on  pom  pon  line.  According  to  the 
sponsor  and  leaders,  I  was  labeled  "big"  which  was  a  little  alarming 
because  I  did  not  appear  obese.  They  based  their  weight  requirements 
on  a  height  and  weight  chart.  This  chart  suggested  that  I  weigh  between 
1 15  and  120  pounds.  Unfortunately,  no  one  bothered  to  realize  that  both 
my  muscle  mass  and  body  frame  differed  from  the  other  girls. 

Almost  every  day  we  lined  up  and  were  weighed  like  cattle  being  sold 
in  an  auction.  Slowly,  my  self-image  lessened,  and  I  focused  more  on  how 
many  fat  grams  were  in  a  granola  bar  rather  than  how  I  passed  an 
important  exam.  I  pictured  my  self  as  an  ugly,  fat  girl  who  did  not  deserve 
love  or  attention.  My  smiles  faded  and  I  forgot  about  being  friendly. 
People  started  to  irritate  me,  so  I  disassociated  myself  from  my  friends 
and  family. 

I  tried  everything  from  exercising  to  Slim-Fast  to  lose  weight,  but 
nothing  worked.  My  stomach  would  ache  and  I  would  feel  sick  every  time 
we  weighed  before  a  performance.  Although  I  was  only  three  pounds 
overweight,  I  was  cut  from  my  first  performance.  It  did  not  matter  that 
I  could  dance  extremely  well  and  knew  every  cheer,  I  was  still  too  "big" 
to  perform. 

Frantically,  I  looked  for  anything  to  lessen  my  weight.  That  is  when 
I  noticed  my  friend,  Susan. 

"How  did  you  do  it?"  I  asked.  "How  did  you  lose  all  your  weight? 

"It's  easy,"  she  replied.  "I  only  eat  small  meals  and  I  take  diuretics." 

"Diur-  What?" 

"You  know,  water  pills.  They  make  you  pee." 

"Do  they  work?" 

"Didn't  I  lose  weight?" 

That  was  it!  I  immediately  bought  a  pack  of  Bloat-Ez  and  it  worked. 
It  worked  well.  The  next  time  I  weighed,  I  was  at  my  suggested  level. 
I  was  so  excited!  All  of  my  worries  were  over.  No  one  saw  me  as  a  "big" 
person.  Most  of  all,  I  did  not  fear  losing  my  $450  pom  pon  line  scholarship 
because  of  my  weight  problem.  I  also  liked  the  attention  from  everyone, 
including  my  boyfriend. 

"Gosh,  you  look  wonderful!" 

'Thanks,  I've  been  jogging  lately." 

I  loved  my  little  secret!  It  was  the  answer  to  all  my  problems,  or  so  I 
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thought.  My  weight  started  to  come  back  when  I  would  quit  taking  the 
"Laura,"  the  sponsor  said.  "You've  gained  a  pound.  You  better  watch  your 
weight." 

"Oh,  I  will.  I  promise." 

Boy,  did  I  ever  watch  my  weight!  I  started  taking  six  to  seven  water 
pills  a  day.  Practically  everything  I  drank  went  through  my  body.  I  also 
tried  to  starve  myself.  A  meal  for  me  would  consist  of  four  Melba  Toast 
covered  with  tuna  or  a  bowl  of  plain  grits.  Then,  I  would  wash  my  "meal" 
down  with  a  32-ounce  bottle  of  water.  Whenever  I  cheated  on  my  "special 
diet,"  I  would  increase  my  dosage  of  water  pills.  My  body  began  to  feel 
weak  and  I  had  no  energy.  It  did  not  matter  to  me  though,  I  had  lost  five 
pounds. 

Some  people  wondered  about  my  dramatic  weight  loss.  I  lied  and  told 
them  I  was  exercising  vigorously.  I  had  to  lie  to  protect  my  secret, 
especially  now  that  I  was  expected  to  stay  at  this  weight  level.  Everyone 
reinforced  my  fear  of  obesity,  including  my  boyfriend. 

"Babe,  once  you  get  offpom  pon  line  are  you  going  to  keep  in  shape?"  he 
asked. 

"Of  course." 

Of  course,  what  other  choice  did  I  have  now?  What  could  I  do?  I  did 
not  want  to  disappoint  anyone,  especially  my  friends  and  family.  I  had  to 
keep  my  perfect  image  in  their  eyes.  What  could  I  say?  Nothing.  Who 
could  I  tell?  No  one.  If  my  secret  was  ever  discovered  I  would  lose  my 
scholarship.  Let's  face  it,  I  did  not  have  $450  to  reimburse  the  university, 
and  neither  did  my  parents.  So  what  choices  did  I  have?  None. 

I  continued  by  secret  of  pills  and  starvation.  My  free  time  consisted  of 
staring  into  a  mirror  while  assessing  my  "problem  areas."  I  started  falling 
asleep  in  my  classes,  and  I  would  be  so  weak  that  I  could  barely  walk  back 
to  my  dorm.  At  night  I  would  lie  awake  thinking,  "Dear  God,  just  let  thi 
all  end."  It  did  not  end.  I  had  created  my  own  private  Hell  and  there  was 
no  way  of  escaping. 

A  few  weeks  ago,  Susan  was  rushed  to  the  hospital.  Her  body  had 
completely  shutdown.  She  is  okay  though,  and  is  getting  better  every  day. 
I,  on  the  other  hand,  am  struggling.  Last  week  I  decided  to  stop  my  "secret 
diet."  For  once  I  thought,  "No  more!  I'm  in  control.  I'm  not  like  Susan." 
You  know  what?  I  am  worse  than  Susan,  because  I  went  back  to  the  pills 
yesterday.  If  I  could  only  tell  someone,  anyone!  I  need  help  but  I  do  not 
know  what  to  do. 

So  many  people  strive  to  be  thin  in  today's  society.  They  think  all  of 
their  problems  will  be  solved  once  they  fit  into  a  size  five  dress.  I  know, 
I  once  shared  the  same  thoughts.  The  irony  of  this  is  that  I  was  happier 
being  so-called  obese  than  I  have  ever  felt  thin. 
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anger, 

then  reconciliation 

truth  or  charm, 

my  dear  to 

soothe, 

to  cover  up  the 

calamities, 

to  cushion  your 

falls 

with  our  wide  thighs 

and  tender  breasts — 

so  many 

children 

on  our  lap, 

squalling  and  screaming 

for  our  attention, 

love, 

our  life — 

we  deliver  out  souls  up 

for  the  good  of 

mankind 
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Shakespeare's  "Ideal"  Example  of  Action  ■  Paul  D.  Pickering 

"This  above  all:  to  thine  own  self  be  true/ And  it  must  follow,  as  the 
night  the  day/ Thou  canst  not  then  be  false  to  any  man,"  (I. iii. 78).  So  says 
Polonius  in  William  Shakespeare's  great  tragedy,  Hamlet.  In  the 
character  of  Hamlet,  Prince  of  Denmark,  Shakespeare  presents  us  with 
a  man  who  is  forced  to  act  in  a  manner  completely  inconsistent  with  his 
nature,  which  leads  to  tragic  consequences.  Acting,  in  the  metaphorical 
sense  of  pretending  to  be  something  other  than  what  we  really  are,  is  a 
recurring  theme  in  Shakespeare's  works.  This  theme  would  seem  to 
indicate  that  the  playwright  is  concerned  with  the  nature  of  action;  his 
theory  regarding  the  nature  of  action  seems  to  be  this:  one  should  always 
act  in  accord  with  one's  true  nature.  To  attempt  to  act  in  a  manner 
inconsistent  with  one's  true  nature  is  to  court  disaster.  In  order  to 
support  this  interpretation,  it  helps  to  compare  Hamlet  to  another  of 
Shakespeare's  greatest  dramatic  characters,  Prince  Hal.  The  similarity 
between  Hal  and  Hamlet  is  clear:  they  both  represent  Shakespearean 
ideals.  Hal  represents  Shakespeare's  concept  of  the  ideal  king;  Hamlet 
represents  the  playwright's  concept  of  the  ideal  tragic  hero.  In  their 
respective  plays,  each  character  functions  as  both  actor  and  director  of 
action.  By  having  them  perform  this  dual  role,  Shakespeare  appears  to 
intend  them  to  be  two  halves  which  function  as  a  whole — a  whole  that 
defines,  by  example,  Shakespeare's  theory  of  action. 

Hal  and  Hamlet  are  remarkably  similar  in  many  respects.  In  fact, 
a  case  could  be  made  for  presenting  them  as  the  same  character, 
dramatically  speaking.  The  playwright  places  each  man  on  the  same 
dramatic  path,  and  starts  each  on  a  journey  that  ends,  metaphorically, 
with  Hal  at  Hamlet's  starting  point,  and  vice-versa.  Before  the  death  of 
his  father,  his  "beginning,"  Hamlet  is  described  as  being "Th' expectation 
and  rose  of  the  fair  state"  (III. i.  152),  while  Hal's  father,  King  Henry  IV, 
says  that  "riot  and  dishonor  stain  the  brow/  Of  my  young  Harry"  (I  Henry 
IV,  I. i. 87-86).  If  it  is  true  that  Hal  is  meant  to  represent  the  Shakespearean 
ideal  of  what  it  means  to  be  a  king,  then  by  the  last  act  of  2  Henry  IV, 
when  he  ascends  to  the  throne  of  England,  he  is  truly  "Th'  expectation 
and  rose  of  the  fair  state."  In  contrast,  by  the  final  act  of  Hamlet,  "riot 
and  dishonor"  does  "stain  the  brow"  of  young  Hamlet.  In  this  sense,  Hal 
and  Hamlet  do  indeed  travel  the  same  dramatic  path;  one  could  almost 
say  that  they  pass  each  other  along  the  way.  Their  respective  destinations, 
of  course,  are  radically  different. 

Consider  this:  in  their  respective  plays,  both  Hal  and  Hamlet  play 
"roles,"  pretending  to  be  something  they  are  not,  and  both  are  involved 
in  the  manipulation  of  other  characters.  In  this  way,  we  see  them 
performing  the  dual  role  of  Shakespeare's  intention  —  that  of  actor  and 
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director.  Our  first  encounter  with  Hal,  in  I  Henry  IV,  makes  it  clear  not 
only  that  Hal  is  functioning  in  this  manner,  but  also  that  he  is  fully 
aware  of  this  fact: 

I  know  you  all,  and  will  a  while  uphold 

The  unyok'd  humor  of  your  idleness, 

Yet  herein  will  I  imitate  the  sun, 

Who  doth  permit  the  base  contagious  clouds 

To  smother  up  his  beauty  from  the  world, 

That  when  he  please  again  to  be  himself, 

Being  wanted,  he  may  be  more  wond'red  at 

So  when  this  loose  behavior  I  throw  off 

And  pay  the  debt  I  never  promised, 

By  how  much  better  than  my  word  I  am, 

And  like  bright  metal  on  a  sullen  ground, 

My  reformation,  glitt'ring  o'er  my  fault, 

Shall  show  more  goodly  and  attract  more  eyes 

Than  that  which  hath  no  foil  to  set  it  off. 

Ill  so  offend,  to  make  offense  a  skill, 

Redeeming  time  when  men  think  least  I  will.  (I.ii.  197-2 17). 

By  pretending  to  be  something  which  he  is  not,  Hal  fulfills  the  role 
of  actor.  But  his  role-playing  also  serves  to  manipulate  others  (by 
altering  their  present  opinion  of  him,  he  influences  their  future  opinion 
of  him),  placing  him  in  the  role  of  director  as  well.  Like  Hal,  Hamlet 
makes  clear  his  intention  to  play  a  role,  and,  like  Hal,  he  also  intends 
to  deceive  for  the  purpose  of  manipulation,  which  means  that  he  is  also 
required  to  direct  and  act  at  once.  After  learning  that  his  uncle, 
Claudius,  has  murdered  his  father,  Hamlet  confesses  his  purpose  to  a 
group  of  loyal  friends: 

Here,  as  before,  never,  so  help  you  mercy, 
How  strange  or  odd  some'er  I  bear  myself — 
As  I  perchance  hereafter  shall  think  meet 
To  put  an  antic  disposition  on.  .  .  .  (I. v.  169-72). 

Whereas  Hal  wishes  to  play  the  part  of  the  prodigal  son,  Hamlet's 
purpose  is  more  sinister:  he  has  vowed  to  play  the  part  of  revenger, 
seeking  Claudius'  life  in  payment  for  his  father's. 

Hal  and  Hamlet,  though  similar,  go  on  to  meet  different  fates.  Why 
is  Hal  portrayed  as  heroic,  while  Hamlet  is  portrayed  as  tragic?  The 
answer  to  this  question  lies  in  the  nature  of  acting  and  directing,  which 
is  linked  to  the  true  nature  of  each  character.  Acting  is  pure  imagination, 
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fantasy,  and  is  passive;  an  actor  is  directed  and  need  not  consider  the 
consequences  of  his  action.  Essentially,  actors  suffer  the  consequences 
of  their  director's  actions  (witness  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern). 
Directing,  however,  is  more  closely  akin  to  reality,  and  is  active;  a 
director  controls  the  actions  of  others  and,  by  virtue  of  this,  must  accept 
the  consequences  for  not  only  himself  but  for  everyone  involved.  To  use 
a  grammatical  analogy,  actors  are  in  the  objective  case  and  directors  are 
in  the  nominative  case.  Hal,  by  nature,  is  a  man  of  action  (reality),  a  king 
who  exhorts  his  soldiers  to  follow  him  "Once  more  unto  the  breach" 
(Henry  V,  III.i.1),  while  Hamlet,  by  nature,  is  a  man  of  contemplation 
(fantasy),  a  man  who  says  that  "the  native  hue  of  resolution/  Is  sicklied 
o'er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought"  (III. i. 83-84).  Action  (reality),  involves 
consideration  of  and  responsibility  for  the  potential  consequences  of 
action,  while  contemplation  (fantasy)  is  free  from  consequence.  Hamlet, 
who,  as  a  man  of  contemplation,  is  unused  to  facing  consequences,  brings 
about  his  own  downfall  by  attempting  to  be  both  actor  and  director.  In 
other  words,  acting  in  a  manner  inconsistent  with  his  nature. 

The  text  supports  this  interpretation.  Hamlet  is  quite  comfortable 
with  role-playing,  which  relieves  him  from  the  necessity  of  considering 
consequences.  One  feigns  madness  is  so  that  he  cannot  be  held 
responsible  for  his  actions  (one  might  take  the  position  that  "madness" 
actually  functions  as  a  sort  of  "director"  in  this  case).  As  he  explains  to 
Laertes,  "What  I  have  done. . ./ 1  here  proclaim  was  madness"  (V.ii.230- 
232).  Hamlet  also  uses  the  play  within  the  play  to  indirectly  accuse 
Claudius  of  murder,  something  Hamlet  could  not  do  directly  for  fear  of 
reprisal.  As  he  says,  "the  play's  the  thing/  Wherein  I'll  catch  the 
conscience  of  the  King,"  (Ill.i.  604605).  Unfortunately,  he  doesn't  realize 
that,  as  director,  he  must  take  responsibility  for  the  players'  actions  on 
stage.  When  Hamlet  violates  his  nature  and  moves  from  the  fantasy 
world  of  acting  to  the  reality  of  directing,  the  results,  as  Shakespeare's 
theory  dictate,  are  disastrous.  Claudius'  outraged  response  to  the 
players'  re-enactment  of  the  murder  of  old  Hamlet  leads  to  a  confrontation 
between  Hamlet  and  Gertrude,  his  mother,  in  her  chambers.  It  is  there 
that  Hamlet  mistakenly  kills  Polonius,  the  father  of  Ophelia  and 
Laertes,  an  act  that  indirectly  brings  about  the  deaths  of  Ophelia, 
Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern,  Laertes,  Gertrude,  Claudius,  and  Hamlet 
himself. 

If  we  accept  the  supposition  that  Shakespeare  uses  Hal  and  Hamlet 
to  make  a  larger  statement  about  the  necessity  of  acting  in  accord  with 
one's  true  nature,  then  it  follows,  a  priori,  that  only  one  man  is  true  to 
himself,  and  that  man  is  Hal.  But  if  these  two  characters  are  essentially 
the  same,  why  aren't  they  both  capable  of  acting  in  a  manner  ths 
coincides  with  their  nature?  To  answer  that  question,  one  must  look  to 
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the  definition  of  tragedy.  According  to  Aristotle's  theory  of  tragedy,  the 
hero,  a  man  of  some  significance,  suffers  a  reversal  of  fortunes  brought 
about  by  hamartia.  an  error  or  frailty  that  is  inherent.  This  "tragic  flaw," 
as  it  is  called,  may,  in  the  words  of  C.  Hugh  Holman,  "be  caused  by  bad 
judgment,  bad  character,  inherited  weakness,  or  any  of  several  other 
possible  causes  of  error;  it  must,  however,  express  itself  through  a 
definite  action,  or  failure  to  perform  a  definite  action"  (Holman  247). 
That  Shakespeare  created  Hamlet  with  the  full  knowledge  of  this 
definition  is  beyond  doubt;  this  speech,  delivered  by  Hamlet  himself, 
makes  this  clear: 

So,  oft  it  chances  in  particular  men, 

That  for  some  vicious  mole  of  nature  in  them, 

As  in  their  birth,  wherein  they  are  not  guilty 

(Since  nature  cannot  choose  his  origin), 

By  their  o'ergrowth  of  some  complexion 

Oft  breaking  down  the  pales  and  forts  of  reason, 

Or  by  some  habit,  that  too  much  o'er-leavens 

The  form  of  plausive  manners — that  these  men, 

Carrying,  I  say,  the  stamp  of  one  defect, 

Being  nature's  livery,  or  fortune's  star, 

His  virtues  else,  be  they  as  pure  as  grace, 

As  infinite  as  man  may  undergo, 

shall  in  the  general  censure  take  corruption 

From  that  particular  fault:  the  dram  of  [ev'l] 

Doth  all  the  noble  substance  of  a  doubt 

To  his  own  scandal.  (I.iv.23-38). 

Shakespeare  uses  the  character  of  Hamlet  to  emphasize  the  danger 
of  acting  in  a  manner  inconsistent  with  one's  nature;  by  the  very 
definition  of  tragedy,  Hamlet's  downfall  must  be  linked  to  action. 
Therefore,  when  contrasted  with  the  character  of  Hal,  an  heroic  rather 
than  tragic  figure  because  he  is  able  to  be  true  to  himself,  the  character 
of  Hamlet  serves  to  support  the  interpretation  that  Shakespeare  intended 
these  two  characters  to  function  as  a  whole  in  order  to  exemplify  his 
concept  of  proper  action. 

Hamlet's  tendency  to  examine  and  contemplate,  so  natural  for  a  man 
of  thought,  as  he  is,  works  heavily  against  him  when  he  tries  to  become 
a  man  of  action.  As  a  man  of  thought,  Hamlet  is  free  from  consideration 
of  the  consequences  that  action  may  bring  about.  As  a  man  of  action,  a 
revenger,  he  faces  the  realization,  probably  for  the  first  time  in  his  life, 
that,  along  with  action,  comes  reaction:  in  short,  consequences.  To  think 
about  death  is  one  thing,  to  face  it  is  another.  For  Hal  must  be  free  from 
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the  consequences  of  his  actions,  just  as  he  would  be  if  he  merely 
contemplated  action.  Certainly  he  knows  that  he  can't  hope  to  kill 
Claudius  without  facing  reprisal.  For  him  to  exact  his  revenge,  he  must 
have  proof  that  Claudius  is  guilty  of  murder,  and  even  more  importantly, 
he  must  be  able  to  prove  it  to  society.  This  is  the  question  he 
contemplates  in  the  play's  most  famous  soliloquy: 

To  be,  or  not  to  be,  that  is  the  question: 

Whether  'tis  nobler  in  the  mind  to  suffer 

The  slings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune, 

Or  to  take  arms  against  a  sea  of  troubles, 

And  by  opposing,  end  them.  .  .  To  die,  to  sleep — 

To  sleep,  perchance  to  dream — ay,  there's  the  rub, 

For  in  that  sleep  of  death  what  dreams  may  come, 

When  we  have  shuffled  off  this  mortal  coil, 

Must  give  us  pause;  there's  the  respect 

That  makes  calamity  of  so  long  life: 

For  who  would  bear  the  whips  and  scorns  of  time 

When  he  himself  might  his  quietus  make 

With  a  bare  bodkin;  who  would  fardels  bear, 

To  grunt  and  sweat  under  a  weary  life, 

But  that  the  dread  of  something  after  death, 

The  undiscover'd  country,  from  whose  bourn 

No  traveler  returns,  puzzles  the  will, 

And  makes  us  rather  bear  those  ills  we  have, 

Than  fly  to  others  that  we  know  not  of?  (III. i. 55-81). 

Though  he  does,  indeed,  contemplate  his  own  death  in  this  speech,  it 
is  not,  as  most  critics  claim,  a  contemplation  of  suicide.  This  reading  is 
supported  by  a  speech  which  Hamlet  makes  much  earlier  in  the  play, 
even  before  he  learns  that  his  father's  death  is  unnatural.  In  a  fit  of  deep 
depression,  he  obviously  contemplates,  and  clearly  rejects,  suicide: 

0  that  this  too  too  sallied  flesh  would  melt, 

Thaw,  and  resolve  itself  into  a  dew! 

Or  that  the  Everlasting  had  not  fix'd 

His  canon  'gainst  [self-]  slaughter!  (I.ii.129-132). 

Rather,  he  ponders  the  fact  that,  while  he  could  take  Claudius'  life 
and  fulfill  his  vow  to  old  Hamlet's  ghost,  it  would  also  certainly  mean  his 
life  as  well.  The  first  line  of  this  speech  contains  an  interesting  play  on 
words  that  lends  further  support  to  this  claim.  "To  be"  can  be  read  to 
contain  dual  meaning:  it  means  not  only  "Should  I  kill  Claudius?"  but 
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also  "Should  I  choose  not  to  kill  Claudius  and  thereby  continue  to  live?" 
Curiously,  the  phrase  "not  to  be"  means  exactly  the  same  thing:  either 
I  will  "not  be"  or  the  murder  of  Claudius  will  "not  be."  The  "To  be,  or  not 
to  be"  speech  is  yet  another  indication  that  Hamlet  is  attempting  to  act 
against  his  true  nature;  while,  as  revenger,  he  may  be  permitted  to  (and 
must)  consider  the  consequences  of  his  actions,  he  may  not,  as  Hal,  a  true 
man  of  action,  does  not,  permit  them  to  prohibit  action. 

Hal  is  Shakespeare's  shining  example  of  self-truth,  the  symbolic 
"once  and  future  king"  who  must  be  capable  of  both  contemplation  and 
action.  Contrast  Hamlet's  "To  be,  or  not  to  be"  speech  with  this  one  from 
Henry  V,  in  which  Hal,  now  King  Henry  V,  resolves  to  go  into  combat, 
even  though  heavily  outnumbered  by  the  French: 

If  we  are  mark'd  to  die,  we  are  enow 

To  do  our  country  loss;  and  if  to  live, 

The  fewer  men,  the  greater  share  of  honor. 

God's  will,  I  pray  thee  wish  not  one  man  more.  (IV.iii.20-23). 

Hal  obviously  understands  the  possible  consequences  of  his  action: 
he  and  his  men  may  be  killed.  But  he  refuses  to  allow  contemplation  to 
overwhelm  execution.  His  nature  demands  that  he  take  action,  that  he 
is  capable  of  accepting  the  role  of  director,  in  effect.  As  a  man  who  is  true 
to  himself,  he  can  do  no  less. 

In  the  final  analysis,  though  both  Hal  and  Hamlet  determine  to  play 
the  role  of  actor  and  director,  only  Hal  is  able  to  actively  accept 
responsibility  for  his  actions;  therefore,  only  Hal  is  capable  of  being  a 
director.  When  Hamlet  attempts  to  play  this  unnatural  role,  his  fate  is 
sealed.  As  director,  Hamlet  succeeds  in  killing  almost  everyone  but  his 
intended  target,  Claudius.  Hal,  on  the  other  hand,  defeats  his  rival, 
Hotspur,  regains  his  honor,  and  eventually  gains  the  throne  of  England. 
As  King  Henry  V,  he  directs  action  against  France  and  is  once  again 
successful.  By  acting  in  accord  with  his  nature,  he  becomes  Shakespeare's 
ideal  king.  Hamlet,  on  the  other  hand,  becomes  the  ideal  tragic  hero. 
Only  at  the  end  of  the  play  does  Hamlet  realize  his  error,  and  by  yielding 
to  his  true  self,  by  ceasing  to  attempt  to  direct  the  action,  does  he  finally 
achieve  the  revenge  that  had  eluded  his  "directive"  efforts.  In  the  play's 
last  scene,  Hamlet  lets  Horatio  know  that  he  has  ceded  directorial 
duties  to  God  and  is  now  content  to  simply  play  the  actor,  his  natural 
role: 

Our  indiscretion  sometime  serves  us  well 
When  our  deep  plots  do  pall,  and  that  should  learn  us 
There's  a  divinity  that  shapes  our  ends, 
Rough-hew  them  how  we  will —  (V.ii.8-11). 
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With  this  new-found  knowledge,  Hamlet  finds  inner  peace.  Freed 
from  the  responsibility  of  direction,  he,  like  any  good  actor,  simply 
concentrates  on  preparation  for  his  role.  He  speaks  of  preparation  just 
before  his  climactic  final  encounter  with  Laertes,  saying:  "If  it  be  [now], 
'tis  not  to  come;  if  it  be  not  to  come,  it  will  be  now;  if  it  be  not  now,  yet 
it  will]  come — the  readiness  is  all"  (V.ii. 220-222).  Freed  from  direction 
and,  therefore,  from  the  consequences  of  initiating  action,  Hamlet  is 
finally  able  to  "play  the  role"  of  revenger  and  slay  Claudius.  "The 
readiness,"  in  Hamlet's  case,  "is  all." 

Hal  and  Hamlet,  Shakespeare's  two  ideal  characters,  serve,  as  a 
whole,  to  exemplify  the  playwright's  concept  of  proper  action:  "to  thine 
own  self  be  true."  Hal,  by  accepting  the  role  of  both  actor  and  director, 
fulfills  his  promise  and  becomes  the  ideal  king.  He  is  clearly  comfortable 
with  the  responsibility  that  comes  with  direction.  As  he  says  to 
Katherine  at  the  end  of  Henry  V: 

O  Kate,  nice  customs  cur'sy  to  great  kings. 
Dear  Kate,  you  and  I  cannot  be  confin'd  within 
the  weak  list  of  a  country's  fashion. 
We  are  the  makers  of  manners  ....  (V.ii. 267-271). 

Hamlet,  on  the  other  hand,  suffers  a  reversal  of  fortune  because  of 
a  tragic  flaw:  he  is  unable  to  be  true  to  himself.  An  actor  by  nature,  he 
brings  disaster  on  himself  and  others  by  attempting  to  direct  as  well. 
Had  he  been  true  to  himself,  been  content  to  act  rather  than  direct,  he, 
like  Hal,  might  very  well  have  become  a  king,  as  this  passage,  rich  with 
"actorial"  imagery,  indicates: 

Let  four  captains 
Bear  Hamlet  like  a  soldier  to  the  stage, 
For  he  was  likely,  had  he  been  put  on, 
To  have  proVd  most  royal (Hamlet.  V.ii.395-398). 

Though  Hamlet  does  realize  his  true  nature  at  last,  the  knowledge 
comes  too  late  to  save  him;  it  is,  alas,  "Good  night,  sweet  prince." 
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Mary's  House  -  Isabella  Martes 

Things  are  cool  at  Mary's  house. 

It's  a  cool  place  to  unwind 

after  a  really  shitty  day. 

She  has  her  friends  over  on  cold  evenings 

to  ponder  the  meaning  of  life 

over  a  bowl  of  popcorn  and  a  glass  of  chardonnay. 

There  are  cool  things  to  do  at  Mary's  house. 

We  read  cool  books  and  think  cool  thoughts 

when  no  one  can  sleep  late  at  night. 

Matisse  and  O'keefe  open  doors  to  new  dimensions 

after  passing  the  Ouzo 

and  smoking  the  pipe. 

It's  cool  to  hang  out  at  Mary's  house. 

She  serves  coffee  with  cigarettes 

and  we  bitch  about  men  and  menstruation. 

Sometimes  we  sit  in  the  shade  on  the  porch 

and  talk  politics  and  religion 

and  discuss  reincarnation. 

There  are  always  cool  people  at  Mary's  house. 

Joining  the  dinner  crowd  sometimes  is  Monet, 

Atwood,  the  Chile  Peppers,  or  Sylvia  Plath. 

Mr.  Grinch  is  on  the  tube  and 

Rolf  the  dog  sings  the  blues 

when  you're  not  feeling  well  and  need  a  good  laugh. 

There  are  lots  of  cool  things  at  Mary's  house. 

She  waters  dead  plants  and  hangs  pretty  pictures 

sideways  on  the  walls. 

There  are  fairy  wings  and  cobwebs 

and  rosaries  and  flowers 

and  stories  in  the  bookshelf  at  the  end  of  the  hall. 

There's  ambiance  at  Mary's  house. 
She  lights  candlestick  bottles  and  puts  on  cool  music 
when  her  friends  stop  over  to  talk. 
You  always  feel  cool  at  Mary's  house 
because  there's  beer  in  the  fridge 
and  good  food  for  thought. 
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Delta  -  Mary  D.  Nelson 

I  could  have  died  that  night,  happily 

entering  fate  and  nothingness,  tumbling 

from  the  bridge  into  the  water  and  the  night 

plunging  into  the  Delta  content 

with  what  I  didn't  know 

Those  humid  nights  that  you  entered 

Me,  much  as  I  wanted  to  enter  death. 

Was  it  that  chilling?  The  needing 

would  have  ended,  the  hunger  died. 

I  feel  it  now,  in  the  stillness, 

the  heavy  air,  and  the  tainted  sky. 

The  moss  hangs  from  the  branches  of  a  cypress 

and  I  sit  on  the  bank  and  think  of  you. 
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The  Toast  -  Isabella  Martes 

Here's  to  rich  men  in  poor  health, 

fast  cars,  slow  dancing, 
hot  showers,  cold  beer, 

fine  wine,  cheap  cigarettes, 
rainy  days,  stormy  nights, 

soft  beds,  hard  liquor, 
full  moons,  empty  bottles, 

loud  music,  soft  kisses, 
sad  movies,  fake  smiles, 

wild  parties,  Southern  Comfort, 
clean  sheets,  dirty  jokes, 

lasting  friendships,  temporary  lovers, 
bad  boys,  good  sex, 

new  days,  old  flames, 
strong  hearts,  gypsy  souls, 
and  the  uncommon  women  who  live  for  it  all. 
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Childhood  Games  -  Dawna  Gray 

Barbie  dolls  and  magazines. 

Childhood  games  and  shattered  dreams. 

Youthful  eyes  that  know  too  much. 

Innocence  stolen  by  his  touch. 

Fairy  tales  and  make  believe. 

Monkey  bars;  scars  that  lie  deep. 

She  plays  with  the  others, 

but  knows  she  is  different. 

She  laughs  and  giggles, 

but  her  thoughts  are  distant. 

Sunday  school  and  doors  are  locked. 

Musical  instruments  and  lessons  taught. 

The  child  stands  alone, 

afraid  and  weak. 

Please-no  more  hide  and  seek. 


27 


Tale  of  the  Sea  -  Nicole  King 

Neptune  once  carried 

A  maiden  to  the  sea. 

I  know  it  because, 

The  waves  whispered  to  me. 

The  poor  maiden  pleaded, 

And  begged  and  cried. 

Not  to  become, 

The  sea  god's  bride. 

She  hated  the  sea- 

That  cold  barren  place. 

Neptune  could  not  stand, 

The  tears  on  her  face. 

And  so  he  made  coral, 
And  a  million  colored  fish, 
Sea  horses  and  dolphins- 
Even  more  than  she  could  wish. 

Then  the  maiden  consented, 

To  wed  King  Neptune, 

And  did  so  by  the  light, 

Of  the  very  next  full  moon. 

So  he  captured  the  delicate, 

Lace  of  her  dress, 

In  the  curl  of  each  wave's  , 

Frothy  crest. 

And  in  the  fingers  of  foam, 

That  brush  the  shore, 

To  remind  everyone, 

Forever  more, 

That  forever  will  Neptune, 
And  his  bride  rule  the  sea. 

I  know  it  because, 
The  waves  whispered  to  me. 
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Hollow  Cores-  Consuela 

Maggie  rolled  over  again  in  disgust,  pulling  one  pillow  over  her  head 
in  an  effort  not  to  hear  the  steady  thump  of  the  bass  coming  from  down 
the  road.  Someday,  she  thought,  22  year-old  Rick  What' sis -name  is 
going  to  come  home  and  find  those  24-inch  woofer  things  slashed,  and 
there  was  a  noisy  party  going  on  as  it  was  that  all  the  party  goers  were 
parking  in  front  of  her  house  and  turning  around  in  her  driveway  that 
bothered  her. 

Every  time  there  was  a  big  shindig,  Maggie  had  to  go  out  the  next 
day  and  pick  up  beer  bottles  and  crushed  cans,  along  with  the  infamous 
blue  or  red  plastic  party  cups  that  Rick's  guests  had  thrown  into  her  lawn 
and  driveway,  and  she  couldn't  wait  to  see  what  they  left  in  her  mailbox 
this  time. 

The  alarm  clock  glowed  an  angry  red  2:06,  and  Maggie  flipped  over 
again,  grunting  to  an  empty  house  that  a  middle-aged  widow  shouldn't 
have  to  deal  with  such  nonsense,  and  she  finally  fell  into  a  fitful  sleep. 

Walking  out  into  the  cool  Maine  morning  air,  Maggie  stretched  her 
tired  body,  and  began  picking  up  debris. 

'These  young  people  have  no  respect,"  she  grumbled  to  some  birds 
that  had  gathered  on  a  limb  to  watch  her.  "I  asked  him  very  politely  to 
make  sure  that  he  cleaned  up  after  his  friends,  but  it  certainly  doesn't 
look  very  clean  to  me!" 

Shoving  the  last  of  the  cans  into  a  garbage  bag,  Maggie  walked 
toward  the  mailbox,  looked  up  and  down  the  near-deserted  dirt  road, 
and  sniffed  in  the  direction  of  the  last  few  cars  in  front  of  Rick's  house. 
The  past  three  weekends  since  Rick  had  moved  in  and  held  his  parties, 
she  had  opened  the  box  very  slowly,  turning  her  face  away  until  it  was 
totally  open.  She  peeked  with  one  eye,  and  looked  in.  She  dropped  the 
plastic  bag  in  disgust,  and  stood  in  front  of  the  mailbox  with  her  hands 
on  her  hips. 

'This  is  outrageous!  What  on  earth  possesses  them  to  choose  my  box 
to  spit  their  tobacco  juice  in?  I  haven't  been  anything  but  polite  to  these 
delinquents!"  she  exclaimed.  She  pulled  a  tissue  from  the  pocket  of  her 
jacket  and  swabbed  up  the  mess,  her  face  twisting  in  a  grimace  as  she 
thrust  the  tissue  into  the  bag,  and  stomped  into  the  house. 

Maggie  sat  at  her  kitchen  table  and  fumed.  She  couldn't  wait  for  the 
weekend  to  come  around  again,  because  this  time,  she  wasn't  going  to 
lay  in  bed  with  her  head  sandwiched  between  two  pillows. 

The  next  Friday,  the  first  cars  began  to  arrive  on  cue  at  seven. 
Maggie  sat  backwards  on  the  couch  in  front  of  the  window  facing  the 
road,  her  chin  resting  on  her  forearms  as  she  watched  vehicles  line  up 
in  front  of  her  house.  She  could  feel  the  bass  through  the  couch  cushions, 
and  she  smiled. 
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"Keep  on  coming,  you  pagans,  drink  until  you  vomit  and  turn  the 
music  up  until  your  eardrums  rupture!" 

At  midnight,  when  she  was  sure  the  party  was  well  under  way, 
Maggie  stiffly  rose  from  her  perch  on  the  couch,  and  walked  into  the 
bedroom.  She  pulled  the  shades,  and  stood  in  front  of  the  clothing  she 
had  laid  out  on  the  bed.  She  undressed  and  put  on  the  black  sweat-suit 
she  had  bought  especially  for  tonight.  As  she  sat  in  front  of  the  mirror 
pinning  up  her  graying  shoulder  length  hair;  she  spoke  to  her  reflection. 

"If  Carl  hadn't  up  and  died,  I  wouldn't  have  to  deal  with  this,"  she 
said  as  she  re-pinned  a  lock  that  had  fallen  loose.  "That's  what  husbands 
are  for — to  take  care  of  things'  while  wives  tend  to  the  house,  and  work 
with  the  church  and  community  to  make  sure  nothing  gets  out  of  hand 
for  the  men  to  have  to  "handle.'  'Course,  now  that  I  think  of  it,  I  always 
ended  up  taking  charge  anyway." 

Maggie  moved  from  the  bedroom  to  the  living  room,  and  sat  down 
while  she  tied  her  new  black  tennies.  Even  though  she  was  angry  that 
she  had  to  take  care  of  this  matter  by  herself,  she  was  excited.  She  felt 
a  little  like  she  was  on  some  secret  mission;  to  put  things  back  the  way 
they  were  supposed  to  be  around  her — quiet  and  orderly.  Even  though 
she  was  a  woman  she  wasn't  going  to  let  some  college  renter  intimidate 
her.  She  wanted  the  nonsense  to  end,  and  it  was  going  to,  even  if  it 
meant  getting  Rick's  landlord  to  kick  him  out. 

Maggie  crept  out  her  door,  down  the  front  lawn,  and  across  the  road 
to  the  first  car.  She  went  around  the  front  of  the  car,  and  crouched  down 
in  the  tall  grass  of  the  field  on  the  other  side.  For  a  moment  she  paused, 
wondering  if  she  should  really  go  through  with  it.  Then  she  pictured  her 
mailbox  full  of  bottles,  garbage,  and  worst  of  all,  spit,  and  decided  there 
weren't  going  to  be  any  more  surprises  in  her  box.  She  took  the  valve  cap, 
from  the  tire  of  one  of  Carl's  old  farm  trucks,  out  of  her  pocket  It  was  the 
old  kind  that  allowed  car  owners  to  take  out  the  valve  cores  and  repair 
punctured  tires  without  the  help  of  the  mechanic.  Maggie  leaned 
forward,  removed  the  car's  own  valve  cap  and  loosened  the  core  of  the 
front  wheel  stem.  She  didn't  even  loosen  it  enough  to  hear  the  hissing 
of  escaping  air,  but  she  knew  that  sometime  within  the  next  24  hours, 
Mr.  Partygoer  was  going  to  find  himself  with  a  flat  tire.  Of  course  they 
would  notice  the  core  was  half  way  out  of  the  valve  stem  when  they 
refilled  it,  but  she  took  some  satisfaction  in  the  fact  that  for  a  while  Mr. 
Partygoer  would  be  fretting  over  his  flat. 

"Make  that  two  flat  tires,"  she  whispered  to  herself  as  she  move  to 
the  rear  tire.  She  continued  on  down  the  line,  as  close  to  Rick's  house 
as  the  shadows  allowed.  She  was  afraid  she'd  been  caught  the  first  time 
a  drunk  couple  stumbled  out  to  the  car  she  had  just  finished,  but  soon 
it  became  clear  to  her  that  these  kids  were  so  inebriated  that  there  was 
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little  chance  they'd  spot  her  unless  she  jumped  out  in  front  of  them.  She 
smiled  to  herself  as  the  couple  pulled  away  and  a  new  car  took  their  place; 
she  went  to  work  on  that  one  too. 

Maggie  finally  returned  to  her  house  around  4  a.m.  when  she  was 
satisfied  that  she'd  hit  most  of  the  cars  and  the  shadows  were  affording 
less  and  less  concealment.  She  undressed  and  fell  into  bed  in  a  mood  that 
was  as  close  to  bliss  as  Margaret  Sykes  had  ever  come. 

It  was  the  first  time  in  four  weeks  that  Maggie  didn't  wake  up  on 
Saturday  morning  in  a  bad  mood.  In  fact,  she  actually  whistled  as  she 
put  cans  in  her  plastic  bag,  and  when  she  opened  her  mailbox  to  find  half- 
eaten  pieces  of  pizza,  a  slight  smile  curled  her  lips. 

"You  all  think  you're  pretty  cute,  don't  you,"  she  said  softly  as  she 
scraped  the  garbage  out  into  her  sack.  "I'll  bet  you're  even  cuter  as  you 
stand  there  scratching  your  heads  trying  to  figure  out  why  both  of  your 
tires  are  flat." 

The  week  went  by  much  the  same  as  every  week  did  for  Maggie.  She 
got  up  every  morning,  fed  the  chickens,  cleaned  the  house,  and  baked 
something  to  take  to  the  women's  church  meetings  in  the  afternoons. 
After  the  meetings  she'd  do  what  shoppingneeded  to  be  done,  and  return 
home  for  a  light  supper  and  TV  before  going  to  bed  at  nine.  She  thought 
she  might  get  some  kind  of  response  from  Rick  and  his  friends,  but  there 
was  none. 

Maggie  had  just  finished  washing  her  supper  dishes  Friday  night 
when  she  heard  more  traffic  on  the  dirt  road  than  usual.  She  went  to  the 
window  behind  the  couch,  looked  out,  and  let  out  a  curt  gasp.  There, 
right  in  front  of  her  house,  the  cars  were  starting  to  line  up.  She  turned 
around  and  slumped  down  on  the  couch. 

"Well,  I  guess  maybe  my  handiwork  didn't  do  the  trick,"  she  said  to 
herself.  "Maybe  it's  time  Mr.  Man  got  a  taste  of  his  own  medicine!" 

Maggie  decided  she  was  in  for  a  long  night,  and  settled  into  the 
couch  to  watch  whatever  show  caught  her  eye.  It  was  5:30  a.m.  on  her 
watch  when  the  thumping  bass  suddenly  stopped.  Maggie  turned 
around,  moved  back  the  curtains,  and  watch  the  last  drunks  stagger  to 
their  cars  and  drive  away.  When  she  was  satisfied  that  anyone  left  in 
Rick's  house  was  asleep  or  passed  out,  she  put  on  her  tennies,  a  jacket, 
and  walked  40  yards  down  the  dirt  road  to  Rick's  door.  The  house  seemed 
dark  except  for  the  kitchen  at  the  other  end  of  the  house. 

"Wake  up,  everyone,"  she  muttered  to  herself,  "Wake  up  like  you've 
kept  me  awake  every  Friday  night  for  over  a  month!"  Maggie  pounded 
her  fist  on  the  door,  and  waited.  She  expected  that  she'd  have  to  wait 
and  pound  quite  some  time,  until  the  racket  finally  brought  someone  out 
of  their  drunken  stupor,  but  to  her  surprise,  she  heard  footsteps  coming 
closer  to  the  door.  The  door  opened  and  a  young  tired-looking  woman 
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stood  in  the  doorway. 

"Party's  over,  go  home,"  the  girl  slurred. 

"I'm  not  here  for  your  nonsense,"  Maggie  said  as  she  glared  into  the 
girl's  glassy  eyes.  "I  want  to  see  Rick  about  all  these  parties." 

"He's  playing  cards  in  the  kitchen,  come  back,"  the  girl  said  as  she 
turned  and  went  to  the  kitchen,  leaving  Maggie  to  close  the  door  and 
follow.  The  smell  of  alcohol,  vomit,  and  something  stale  assaulted  her 
nostrils  and  she  sneezed,  but  she  continued  back  to  the  brightly  lit 
kitchen.  Instead  of  seeing  bodies  passed  out  throughout  the  house,  as 
she  had  expected  and  hoped,  it  seemed  as  if  everyone  was  quietly 
assembled  at  the  table,  playing  poker. 

"Mrs.  Sykes,"  Rick  said  as  he  looked  up  from  his  hand.  "Is  there 
something  I  can  do  for  you?" 

Maggie  was  surprisedby  such  orderliness,  and  stammered,  "I — I've 
come  to  talk  to  you  about  your  parties.  I'm  sick  and  tired  of  the  noise  and 
your  friends  using  my  driveway  as  their  personal  turn-around  and  then 
leaving  garbage  in  my  lawn  and  in  my  mail-box!" 

Rick  put  a  tiny  cigarette  to  his  lips,  inhaled  deeply,  held  his  breath 
for  quite  some  time,  and  finally  blew  out  a  puff  of  smoke  directly  in 
Maggie's  face.  He  smiled  as  she  grimaced  from  the  stench,  and  passed 
the  cigarette  to  a  girl  sitting  next  to  him. 

"I  didn't  realize  you  could  hear  it,  Mrs.  Sykes.  You  should  have  let 
me  know  sooner.  I'll  do  my  best  to  keep  things  under  control,  and  I'll 
speak  to  my  friends  about  the  mess,"  he  said,  still  smiling. 

For  a  moment  Maggie  was  certain  that  she  and  Rick  had  come  to  an 
understanding,  and  that  the  foolishness  was  going  to  stop,  but  the  smile 
of  self-satisfaction  faded  as  she  looked  around  the  table  at  the  smiling 
faces  staring  back  at  her.  She  began  to  feel  strange,  and  came  to  realize 
that  the  little  heathens  were  laughing  at  her.  She  stood  by  the  table, 
fuming  and  nauseated,  and  knew  that  not  only  had  she  been  made  a  fool 
of,  but  that  those  were  not  ordinary  cigarettes  that  they  were  smoking. 
As  she  whirled  around  to  leave,  she  was  stopped  by  Rick's  words  from 
behind  her. 

"Oh,  Mrs.  Sykes,  be  careful,  there's  someone  around  here  that's 
been  letting  the  air  out  of  peoples  tire.  You  might  want  to  keep  your  eyes 
open." 

Maggie  stomped  through  the  house  and  out  the  door  to  the  sounds 
of  laughter  behind  her.  She  walked  hurriedly  to  her  house,  and  sat  down 
on  the  couch  until  sleep  overcame  her.  As  soon  as  she  fell  asleep,  she 
began  to  dream.  She  knew  she  was  dreaming  because  Carl  was  sitting 
next  to  her. 

"You  never  did  like  it  if  people  weren't  as  miserable  as  you,  did  you, 
Margaret,"  he  said  as  he  sat  beside  her  in  the  gray  suit  he'd  been  buried 
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in. 

"Don't  you  start  with  me,  Carl,"  she  said,  "I  don't  mind  parties,  but 
those  kids  are  totally  disrespectful  of  my  property — our  property." 

"Letting  the  air  out  of  their  tires,  Margaret?  I  don't  think  even  kids 
would  do  something  like  that.  They  were  just  there  to  have  fun,  and  they 
needed  some  place  to  park." 

"And  why  did  they  need  to  litter  so?"  she  asked.  "I  told  Rick  to  clean 
up  after  them,  but  he  never  did." 

"They  were  drunk,  they  didn't  know  any  better.  And  as  for  Rick,  you 
never  gave  him  a  chance  to  clean — you're  always  up  with  the  chickens  to 
pick  up.  What  college  kid  ever  gets  up  before  noon?"  Carl  asked  as  he 
shook  his  head. 

"Oh  you  were  always  a  coward,  you  never  confronted  anyone  about 
anything."  She  was  getting  tired  of  listening  to  her  late  husband,  and 
she  wished  he'd  leave  in  the  puff  of  smoke  he  must  have  ridden  in  on.  "I 
always  had  to  take  care  of  problems!" 

"Whether  a  problem  really  existed  or  not." 

"Carl!"  she  shouted,  "You  leave  me  alone!  I  thought  I  got  rid  of  you 
three  years  ago  when  we  put  you  in  the  ground!  Go  back  to  wherever  you 
came  from!" 

With  a  shake  of  his  head  Carl  vanished  and  once  more  Maggie  was 
left  alone,  the  way  she  liked  it. 

The  next  morning  Maggie  took  her  plastic  bag  outside  and  cleaned 
up  the  trash.  She  yawned  as  she  opened  her  mailbox,  and  her  eyes 
narrowed  as  she  saw  what  was  inside.  She  hurriedly  scraped  the  tiny 
"cigarette"  butts  and  little  metal  clips.  Just  as  she  was  about  to  close  the 
box,  she  saw  something  in  the  very  back.  She  reached  her  hand  in,  and 
slowly  pulled  out  a  handful  of  little  black  valve  caps,  along  with  a  few 
metal  cores.  She  slowly  turned  toward  her  house  and  her  mouth  dropped 
open  as  she  saw  that  every  tire  on  the  three  vehicles  she  and  Carl  had 
owned  was  flat. 

As  Maggie  stood  there  in  the  road,  a  garbage  bag  in  one  hand  and 
a  handful  of  valve  parts  in  the  other,  she  realized  that  she  wasn't  going 
to  have  a  peaceful  Friday  night  or  Saturday  morning  for  a  very  longtime. 

She  moved  through  the  rest  of  the  day  in  a  bad  mood,  trying  to  think 
of  a  scheme  not  only  to  get  Rick  thrown  out,  but  possibly  placed  in  jail 
for  disturbing  the  peace,  or  littering,  or  something.  She  was  still  fuming 
as  she  did  her  supper  dishes  when  suddenly  she  stopped  in  mid-rinse, 
because  she  heard  the  unmistakable  sound  of  cars  parking  in  front  of  her 
house. 

Maggie  had  another  realization  later  as  she  stuffed  her  head 
between  two  pillows;  she  wasn't  going  to  be  able  to  enjoy  a  peaceful 
Saturday  night  or  Sunday  morning  for  a  very  long  time,  either. 
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Flight  to  Freedom  -  Jason  Bratlie  (black  &  white  photo) 
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27  -  Consuela 

Yesterday  I  saw 
a  woman  carrying  a  rose, 
and  it  reminded  me 
of  the  time  you  gave  me 
a  dead  fish  to  scale. 

The  day  before,  I  saw 

a  young  couple  embracing  under  a  cypress, 

and  it  reminded  me  of  the  time 

you  slapped  me  under  a  willow. 

The  day  before  that, 

I  saw  a  pregnant  woman 

buying  diapers, 

and  it  reminded  me  of  the  time 

you  kicked  me  in  the  belly. 

And  the  day  before  that, 

I  saw  a  child  singing  in  the  park, 

and  I  remembered  the  time 

I  aimed  at  your  head  and 

twitched  my  finger, 

and  you  fell. 

And  now  Fm  singing  too. 
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Ne  Pas  Mon  Semblable  -  Linda  Boyd 

The  Poet  is 

so  so  so  so  (read  like  eliot  o  o  o  o) 

full  of  despair. 

Reads 

april  is  the  cruelest  month,  hypocrite  lecteur. 

had  we  but  world  enough, 

in  Xanadu, 

we  could  see  the  best  minds  destroyed  by  madness 
(in  the  original  greek  or  french  or  german 
whatever  vogue  language) 
and  flips  that  turtleneck  just  so. 
Writes 

always  in  the  black  notebooks 

in  the  cafes  (thinking,  are  they  noticing  how  seer-ee-us  ah  look?) 
and  graveyards, 
wasting 
too  much  paper 
on  bad  rip-offs, 

careful  indentions  (now  it  looks  like  eecummings,  note  to 
myself:  erase  all  the  punctuations 
for  that  more  professional 
look) 
titles  like  death,  hate,  love,  thinking  sinking  stinking 
martyrs  to  literature  gods  that 
would  laugh  at  black  fountain  pen  stigmata, 
if  they  noticed  at  all. 


The  Uniform  of  Non-Conformity 

-  Phillip  DeVilbis 

You  may  be  a  bow-head, 

and  never  wear  a  bow. 
Materialistic  attitudes 

have  other  ways  to  show 
Not  every  one  who's  shallow 

has  brand  names  on  their  jeans 
Even  Nonconformists, 

care  how  they  are  seen. 
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Hair  I  Am,  a  Non-Traditional  Student  -  Paul  D.  Pickering 

I  finally  cut  my  hair  yesterday,  after  almost  two  years  of  unchecked 
growth.  It  wasn't  as  traumatic  as  I  expected  it  to  be,  and  I  decided  to  look 
at  it  as  a  new  beginning.  Of  course,  most  of  my  friends  didn't  recognize 
me,  but  as  some  of  my  teachers  have  said,  "That's  probably  a  good  thing!" 
At  any  rate,  as  part  of  my  new  beginning  I  decided  to  write  something 
meaningful,  so  here  goes  nothing. 

Although  I  try  not  to  dwell  on  it,  I  am  sneaking  up  on  the  ripe  old  age 
of  thirty,  which,  along  with  the  fact  that  I  only  returned  to  school  last 
year,  places  me  firmly  in  the  category  of  the  so-called  "non-traditional 
student."  As  such,  I  feel  a  certain  responsibility  to  speak  for  my  group. 
While  the  average  NSU  student  may  appear  to  be  fresh  off  the  cover  of 
Teen  magazine,  the  number  of  non-traditional  students  on  campus  is 
steadily  increasing.  However,  the  administration  has  not  responded  to 
the  unique  needs  of  these  students. 

For  example,  most  non-traditional  students  are  older  people  like 
myself  who  have  decided  to  return  to  school  to  complete  a  degree  that 
was  put  on  hold  sometime  in  the  past.  In  most  cases,  they  are  supporting 
themselves  and  perhaps  their  family  as  well.  In  other  words,  money  is 
tight.  However,  financial  aid  here  at  NSU  is  aimed  at  the  incoming 
freshman  "traditional"  student.  From  my  own  experience,  I  know  that 
there  are  very  few  scholarships  available  to  non-traditional  students. 
Where  I  an  incoming  freshman,  my  ACT  scores  alone  would  insure  me 
of  a  free  ride.  However,  NSU  seems  far  more  concerned  with  luring 
freshmen  to  this  campus,  by  virtue  of  offering  them  scholarships,  than 
with  meeting  the  financial  aid  needs  of  non-traditional  students,  many 
of  whom  are  far  more  deserving  of  scholarships  than  the  freshmen  who 
get  them. 

Money  is  not  the  only  area  where  the  non-traditional  student  is 
short-changed.  NSU's  academic  facilities  are  not  geared  to  handle  the 
sometimes  odd  schedule  of  the  non-traditional  student.  As  previously 
mentioned,  most  NTS's  must  work  to  support  themselves,  in  many  cases 
full  time.  By  the  time  they  get  out  of  work,  most  of  the  school  facilities, 
such  as  computer  labs,  are  closed.  The  Watson  Library  keeps  some 
rather  pedestrian  hours  as  well.  Also,  most  student  work  jobs  are  geared 
to  the  standard  nine  to  five  schedule.  This  means  that  a  possible  source 
of  extra  income  is  closed  to  NTS's.  Why  doesn't  the  administration  kill 
two  birds  with  one  stone?  Expand  the  hours  of  these  facilities  to 
accommodate  the  schedules  of  all  NSU  students,  perhaps  even  going  to 
twenty-four  hour  availability.  Then  staff  these  facilities  with  non- 
traditional  student  workers,  who  could  use  the  time  to  do  homework,  not 
to  mention  the  money  the  jobs  would  provide. 
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It  is  time  for  Northwestern  to  wake  up  to  the  needs  of  non- 
traditional  students.  At  schools  across  the  country  NTS's  are  proving  to 
be  the  very  best  students  on  campus,  and  many  administrations  are 
taking  steps  to  see  that  they  are  recognized.  For  example,  at  East  Texas 
State  University  in  Commerce,  Texas,  NTS's  comprise  more  than  fifty- 
percent  of  the  student  body.  Last  year,  this  school's  highest  academic 
honor,  the  Regis  Scholar  Award,  went  to  Sherrie  Cates-Ellis,  a  28-year- 
old  wife  and  mother  of  two.  Two  of  the  other  finalists  were  non- 
traditional  students  as  well.  This  year,  three  of  the  six  finalists  for  this 
award  are  once  again  NTS's.  ETSU's  administration  has  also  established 
a  non-traditional  students'  organization  to  help  recognize  these 
individuals.  This  school  is  just  one  of  the  many  who  have  made  positive 
steps  in  recognizing  and  assisting  non-traditional  students.  Hopefully, 
Northwestern  will  begin  to  make  an  effort  to  do  this  as  well. 

Well,  my  hands  are  tired,  my  hair  is  just  a  memory,  and  I  have  to  take 
my  Geritol  tablets.  But  enough  of  this  ranting  and  raving.  Time  to  go 
home  and  make  out  my  will.  After  all,  I'm  not  getting  any  younger. 


Waterball  -  Nicole  King 

My  fingers  find  the  metal, 
I  twist,  a  thousand  clicks. 
Sweet  music  pours  forth, 
I  grasp  the  base-  and  tip. 

A  thousand  bits  of  snow 

Swirl  about  the  horse's  head. 

They  seem  to  want  to  fly, 

But  drift  slowly  to  earth  instead. 

The  horse  is  entwined  with  roses, 

And  dusted  with  flakes  of  snow. 

Behind  a  glass  wall,  she  dances, 

With  a  peace  the  world  does  not  know. 


38 


% ' 


Song  -  Mike  Simmons 

Her  eyes  are  worth  a  second  look 
Her  fingers  need  your  touch 
Her  hair  desires  a  golden  comb, 
But  she  asks  not  for  such. 

Her  arms  still  need  a  warm  embrace 
Her  lips,  a  fiery  kiss 
What  does  this  lady  want,  I  ask? 
And  her  reply  is  this: 

"I  want  a  friend  to  talk  to 
When  the  night  is  dark  and  bare 
I  want  your  promise  faithful 
That  you  will  stay  and  care." 

But,  no!  I  am  not  faithful, 
My  heart  is  made  of  water. 
So  farewell,  dearest  goddess, 
And  hello  to  your  daughter! 


S  ^  ^    i    ^R 


strip  -  sub-zero  permafrost  (brush  &  ink) 
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Broken  Glass  -  Monica  Hendricks 

Shards 

Of  broken  glass 

Beautiful,  but  deadly 

The  pieces  -  small  diamonds 

In  one's  hand 

But 

A  step 

In  the  wrong  direction 

Makes  one  quickly 

Lose  affection 

For 
The  precious 


L 


Little  jewels 

Made  of 

Sand. 


Untitled 

■  Robert  Gunn 

A  touch,  a 

look,  a  smile,  a 

laugh, 

a  caress, 

a  feeling, 

a  truth 

...ayes? 
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Zurich  -  "Arkansas"  Christopher  Lowry 


U 


Are  these  the  hills  and  dales  and  knolls 

upon  which  green  grass  grew 

where  men  from  years  gone  by 

lay  down  to  watch  the  sun 

and  wonder  if  someone 

somewhere  in  the  future 

might  lie  where  they  were 

bodies  aligned  like  magic 

think  about  him 

a  man  in  the  past 

dreaming  of  the  future 

where  mountains  watch  from  lofty  pews 

white  heads  gleaming  in  the  sun 

shaking  with  laughter  at  the  men 

and  ants  that  tickle  as  they  climb 

white  blue  clear  mirror  streams 

let  them  see  how  old  they've  become 

Is  this  the  spot  where  I  stand 

that  one  lonely  Roman  soldier  stood 

like  me 

thinking  about  home,  and  love,  and  peace  and  beauty 

and  glad  to  be  where  he  was 

on  the  city  of  gnomes 


B 


Q 
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night  adventure  -  Linda  Boyd 

sliding  out  to  see  stars 

the  child  is  disappointed  by 

heavy  cloud  cover 

but  beckoned  by  warm  silence, 

swims  through  television  mists 

toward  imagined  adventures 

creeping  across  railroad  tracks  grown  up  with  weeds 

the  child  slips  and  falls 

in  darkness 

clawing  at  the  sky 

which  does  not  open  up 
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Review  of  a  Documentary  of  Native  American  Homosexuality  - 

David  Herrell 

In  the  chapter  entitled  "Native  Americans/Gay  Americans  1528- 
1976"  of  Jonathan  Katz's  text,  Gay  American  History:  Lesbians  and 
Gay  Men  in  £he_  U.  S.  A.,  one  can  find  many  helpful  and  illuminating 
documents  directly  pertaining  to  the  experiences  of  Native  Americans 
regarding  homosexuality.  Drawing  from  many  varied  primary  sources, 
Katz  provides  an  historical  context  from  the  time  of  first  European 
contact  well  into  the  1970's.  In  general,  Katz  utilizes  two  kinds  of 
documents:  the  first  hints  at  the  existence  of  homosexual  relations 
between  two  apparently  "normal"  males,  such  as  what  might  be  called 
"special  friendships"  and  "blood  brotherhoods";  the  second  suggests  the 
existence  of  homosexual  relations  between  youths  and  adults  (282). 

Early  in  the  chapter,  Katz  provides  a  general  framework  for 
understanding  these  documents.  He  writes: 

Tribal  attitudes  toward  various  types  of  homosexuals 
apparently  varied,  although  these  documents  suggest 
that,  before  the  inroads  of  Christianity,  homosexuals 
generally  occupied  an  institutionalized,  important,  and 
often  respected  position  within  many  Native  groups 
(282). 

Here,  Katz  argues  that  the  single  most  important  malefactor  of  Native 
American  homosexuals  was  Christianity.  This  is  easily  understood 
given  the  knowledge  that  prior  to  and  during  initial  European  contact 
with  Native  Americans,  the  Inquisition  was  in  full  swing  in  Europe. 

Katz  provides  many  example  of  European  encounters  with  Native 
American  homosexuality  during  the  time  of  early  exploration.  At  this 
time,  Native  American  cultures,  in  general,  were  not  well  understood  (a 
seemingly  perpetual  problem).  The  existence  of  homosexuality ,  however, 
was  even  less  understood.  Katz  documents  the  Travels  in  t£j&  Interior 
of  North  America  of  Jean  Bernard  Bossu  who  explored  between  1751 
and  1762.  Bossu  wrote  of  the  Choctaws:  "They  are  morally  quite 
perverted,  and  most  of  them  are  addicted  to  sodomy"  (29 1).  It  is  my  guess 
that  Bossu,  Pedro  Font,  who  traveled  in  the  expedition  of  Juan  Bautista 
de  Anza  through  California  from  1775  through  1776,  remarked 
specifically  of  cross-dressing  males.  Katz  documents  Font  as  saying: 

The  commander  called  them  amaricados,  perhaps 
because  the  Yumas  called  effeminate  man  maricas.  I 
asked  who  these  men  were,  and  they  replied  that  they 
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were  not  men  like  the  rest,  and  for  this  reason  they  went 
around  covered  this  way.  From  this  I  inferred  they  must 
be  hermaphrodites,  but  from  what  I  learned  later  I 
understood  that  they  were  sodomites,  dedicated  to 
nefarious  practices  (291). 

The  history  of  European/Native  American  relations  in  California  is 
quite  bloody,  indeed.  Moreover,  it  is  probably  safe  to  assume  that  the 
amaricados  were  probably  among  the  first  Native  Californian s  killed  by 
whites. 

Katz  also  provides  many  primary  documents  from  the  nineteenth 
century.  Of  what  Katz  terms  "one  of  the  rare  allusions  to  male-male 
intimacy  not  involving  cross-dressing,"  Francis  Parkman's  narrative  of 
his  1846  journey  on  the  Oregon  Trail  says  of  two  Sioux,  Hail-Story  and 
Rabbit: 

Neither  should  the  Hail-Storm's  friend  the  Rabbit,  be 
passed  without  notice.  The  Hail-Storm  and  he  were 
inseparable;  they  ate,  slept,  and  hunted  together,  and 
shared  with  one  another  all  that  they  possessed.  If  there 
be  anything  that  deserves  to  be  called  romantic  in  the 
Indian  character,  it  is  to  be  sought  for  in  friendships 
such  as  this,  which  are  common  among  many  of  the 
prairie  tribes  (304). 

Parkman  suggests  that  the  friendships  of  Hail-Storm  and  Rabbit  come 
closest  to  the  European  ideal  of  being  romantic.  However,  it  is  more 
likely  that  these  two  Sioux  were  spirit-directed  toward  each  other. 
Moreover,  as  Katz  suggest,  there  is  little  documentation  of  homosexual 
relations  between  Native  Americans  that  does  not  involve  cross-dressing. 
In  Katz's  compilation  of  documents,  this,  in  general,  is  not  seen  again 
until  late  in  the  twentieth  century. 

Although  much  of  the  documents  that  Katz  utilizes  are  written  by 
whites,  or  at  least  from  white  perspectives,  he  does  document  Native 
American  sources,  as  well.  In  1943,  Willard  Williams  Hill  wrote  an 
anthropological  study  of  Navajo  humor,  which  included  a  section  on 
"humor  Based  on  the  Unfamiliar  Actions  of  Foreigners."  Katz  documents 
Hill: 

Once  during  a  ceremonial  which  was  attended  by  an 
unusual  number  of  tourists,  one  of  the  older  [Navajo] 
men  remarked,  "There  must  be  a  great  many  more 
transvestites  among  the  whites  than  among  the  Navajo 
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because  so  many  white  women  wear  trousers"  (325). 

Even  as  late  as  the  1940's,  elements  of  trans vestitism  still  seem  to  be 
in  Native  Cultures. 

The  last  document  which  Katz  provides  pertains  to  an  article 
written  by  Dean  Gengle  in  July  of  1975  of  the  formation  in  San 
Francisco  of  the  first  Gay  American  Indian  liberation  organization. 
Quoting  Randy  Burns,  co-leader  of  G.  A.  L: 

We  are  really  trying  to  break  down  stereotypes  in  both 
directions.  In  the  Indian  community,  we  are  trying  to 
realign  ourselves  with  the  trampled  traditions  of  our 
people.  Gay  people  were  respected  parts  of  the  tribes. 
Some  were  artists  and  medicine  people.  So  we  supply 
speakers  from  the  group  to  appear  at  Indian  gatherings. 
Sometimes  we  are  booed  or  jeered,  but  it  doesn't  last 
long.  In  the  gay  community,  we're  trying  to  break  down 
the  image  of  the  Indian  as  a  macho  militant  that  gay 
white  people  have  (333). 

Here  Katz  provides  an  illustrative  example  of  how  two  seemingly 
unrelated  social  movements  can  find  common  ground  among  their  own 
ranks. 

In  general,  I  found  Katz's  chapter  of  Gay  Native  Americans  to  be 
quite  valuable  in  my  understanding  of  Indian  cultures.  Moreover,  I 
have  not  run  across  such  a  dense  collection  of  primary  materials 
pertaining  to  Gay  Native  Americans.  I  would  highly  recommend  this 
text  to  anyone  interested  in  homosexuality  among  Native  Americans. 


Sources 


Katz,  Jonathan  "Native  American/Gay  Americans  1528-1976,"  Gay 
American  History.  Meridian  Books.  New  York:  1976,  pp  281-334. 
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Burning  Crosses  -  Angel  Guidroz 

The  fire  flickers  in  the  city  streets 

forming  blisters  on  the  mud-brown  eyes 

of  an  owl-faced  boy. 

Silently  he  watches, 

a  spectator 

in  this  national  sport. 

The  battle  of  the  opposition — conceived  in  difference 

of  color. 

The  rage  of  the  white  man 

ignited  by  the  fear 

he  imagines  in  himself 

when  he  glimpses  the  red  tattered  shirt 

of  the  black  boy. 

The  cotton's  stained  with  blood  and  pride, 

washed  red  with  his  tears, 

like  the  agony  in  the  garden. 

He  too  must  carry  this  burning  cross. 

He  is  a  child  of  the  African  land. 

Cry  brown  baby, 

call  out  to  your  mother,  Earth! 

She  hears  the  cry  of  your  heart. 

She  bears  the  strain  of  your  feet, 

pounding  on  her  backside. 

Your  bones  will  find  rest  in  her  bosom  one  day. 

And  there,  in  this  land  of  yours, 

the  ashes  will  know 

no  black  or  white. 

The  dust  will  peacefully  live  in  grey. 
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Sleep  -  Ben  Grieser 

A  spider 

it  seems, 

has  woven 

a  web 

quite  gently  ^ 

across 

my  brain. 


They  Never  Taught  Me  How  -  Colum  O' 

The  first  thing  that  they  taught  me 

Was  to  know  that  I  was  dead. 

Never  would  I  know  again 

Fear,  or  pain,  or  dread. 

A  dead  man  makes  the  best  soldier 

He  sees  what  you  would  miss. 

His  conscience  dies  with  training. 

No  love,  no  care,  no  kiss. 

A  corpse  at  war  is  a  lovely 

destructive  thing  to  see. 

Effective  and  efficient  he's 

So  clear,  so  quick,  so  free. 

Strangely,  though  all  wars  must  end 

No  reason  would  they  give. 

Just  took  away  my  weapons 

And  said  that  I  must  live. 

So,  now  that  their  war  is  over 

They  dismiss  me  with  a  bow, 

To  rejoin  the  world  and  live; 

But  they  never  taught  me  how. 
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Inheritance  -  Mary  D.  Nelson 

You  hit  me  only  once 
with  the  brown  leather 
strap  across  my  legs  and 
upwards  towards  my  ass. 
I  can  hardly  help  but 
think  abouth  the  countless 
times  you  beat  her 
slice  by  slice  until 
she  was  gone. 
You  taught  her 
to  strike,  and  made  her 
turn 

because  you, 
then  she  and  now 
myself  are  all 
imperfect. 

: 
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An  excerpt  from  The  Harper's  Tutor  -  C.  Michael  Edwards 

"Boy,"  the  old  man  snapped,  bringing  him  back  to  the  present.  He 
realized  that  the  old  man  had  addressed  him  a  moment  before,  while  he 
was  steeped  in  reverie. 

'What  is  it,  old  man?"  Poly  asked,  half  expecting  a  swipe  to  remind 
him  to  keep  his  attention  where  it  belonged.  It  never  came. 

"Stop  here,  boy,"  the  old  man  said  simply.  "I  wish  to  sit  by  the  pool." 

Poly  led  the  old  man  to  the  steps  in  front  of  the  ornamental  pool 
gracing  the  temple  and  made  sure  he  had  his  footing  as  he  sat  down.  The 
old  man,  he'd  found,  was  funny  in  many  ways.  He  always  seemed  a 
creature  more  hectic  than  habitual,  but  Poly  had  traveled  with  him 
enough  to  know  his  ways.  He  never  went  to  the  seashore  without 
returning  to  this  place.  Here  he  would  sit  for  hours  upon  end,  saying 
nothing  and  movingnowh ere,  just  listening  to  the  sea  birds  and  passersby. 
Poly  knew  enough  of  the  poet's  art  to  know  he  was  not  composing.  Yet 
he  was  not  off  in  some  realm  of  dotage,  either,  but  lost  in  thought. 

Poly  hoped  that  whatever  the  old  geezer  was  reminiscing  about 
today  wouldn't  take  long.  He  was  tired  after  their  long  walk,  and  his  feet 
hurt.  Which  was  bad,  since  as  the  old  man's  slave,  he  was  permitted  to 
stand,  walk  around,  and  even  wander  off  while  his  master  was 
preoccupied,  but  not  to  do  anything  so  desirable  as  simply  sitting  here  in 
the  shade.  The  old  man  had  settled  down  into  his  preferred  pose,  though, 
and  Poly  was  settling  into  despair.  He  might  not  be  able  to  stand  an 
entire  hour  of  this.  This  was,  in  his  opinion,  the  single  most  annoying 
habit  the  old  man  had  which  did  not  involve  swinging  parts  of  dead  trees 
at  people. 

Poly  was  very  surprised  when  the  old  man  took  it  upon  himself  to 
interrupt  his  thoughts.  "Sit  down,  young  fool,"  he  said  conversationally. 
"Crazy  boy,  always  ready  to  walk  ten  miles  and  feel  like  an  old  man  all 
day,  rather  than  rest  and  look  like  one  for  an  hour." 

Poly  was  so  taken  aback  that  he  couldn't  even  think  of  a  suitable 
retort.  "Yes,  master,"  he  said  in  a  confused  voice,  which  confused  him 
further,  since  he  hadn't  referred  to  the  old  man  as  "master"  while  they 
were  alone  for  some  time  now.  "But  — " 

"Sit  Down!"  the  old  man  commanded. 

Poly  sat. 

The  blind  poet  smiled  at  the  sound  and  leaned  back  against  the  steps. 
They  sat  like  that  for  some  time.  Poly  wondering  what  could  possibly 
happen  next;  the  old  man  humming  a  tune. 

At  about  the  time  Poly  was  starting  to  suspect  that  there  wasn't  a 
catch  to  this  new  liberty,  the  old  man  started  to  speak. 

'There  is  much  music  in  the  world,  boy,"  he  said,  and  Poly  saw  no 
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reason  to  disagree.  The  old  man  was,  after  all,  the  King's  harper,  a 
student  of  the  muse.  "But  there  is  so  little  time.  It  is  hard  to  make  people 
appreciate  it,  when  their  indifference  makes  them  as  deaf  as  I  am  blind. 
To  truly  live  the  life  of  a  minstrel  wears  the  body  down.  I  have  lived  that 
life  for  a  long  time,  boy.  I've  sung  the  truth;  I've  touted  falsehoods;  I've 
conveyed  what  the  gods  have  told  us  and  what  kings  wanted  to  hear." 

"I  know,"  Poly  said,  his  sarcasm  temporarily  abandoned.  "I've  heard 
you." 

"I  know  that,  boy.  You've  listened  to  much  of  it,  in  fact.  There  isn't 
much  worth  hearing  in  the  presence  of  kings." 

Poly  was  starting  to  feel  uneasy  now.  His  master  hadn't  even 
insulted  him  once.  Why  was  the  old  man  saying  all  this?  Why  to  him? 
He  would  have  felt  more  at  ease  absorbing  blows  from  the  old  fellow's 
staff  than  the  words  of  this  character. 

Certainly  he  could  appreciate  the  beauty  of  the  old  poet's  works. 
Who  couldn't?  But  what  did  the  old  man  expect  from  him? 

Without  any  good  reason  at  all,  Poly  was  starkly  reminded  of  a 
conversation  he'd  had  with  his  father  ayear  ago,  shortly  before  his  death. 
The  old  man  was  certainly  no  friend  of  his,  but  it  occurred  to  Poly  that 
this  mean  crotchety  old  soul  might  at  bottom  want  the  same  thing  his 
kindhearted  father  had  desired  all  those  lifetimes  ago  —  to  simply  be  not 
forgotten.  Poly  had  found  himself  looking  at  the  geezer  as  more  and  more 
of  a  human  being  with  each  passing  month.  Though  it  had  not  yet 
dawned  on  him  that  he  might  one  day  sympathize. 

He  almost  spoke,  to  make  some  inane  remark  or  other.  But,  no  — he 
could  not  bring  himself  to. 

The  old  man  didn't  seem  to  desire  it  anyway.  He  was  composing  now, 
mumbling  half  heard  snatches  of  verse  to  himself,  singingaloud  at  points 
where  tone  was  most  important.  Poly  idly  tried  to  follow  along,  to  see 
what  this  new  ballad  was  about  —  some  ancient  warrior  or  other.  But 
the  old  man  stopped  in  mid-flow,  and  sang  no  more. 

They  sat  that  way  for  a  while  longer  as  the  shadows  marched  steadily 
across  the  ground.  Finally,  the  old  man  spoke  again.  "I  am  losing  my 
voice,  boy." 

Poly  tried  not  to  show  his  surprise.  The  old  man's  voice!  The  one 
thing  about  him  that  made  it  worth  the  gods'  while  to  suffer  him  on  earth 
and  not  stamp  into  the  dust  for  his  annoyance.  "Truly?  But  you  sing  as 
well  as  ever." 

The  old  man  laughed.  "You  have  not  known  me  long  enough  to  say 
such  a  thing,  nor  do  you  understand  the  multitude  of  sins  quick  fingers 
can  hide  with  a  lyre.  His  laughter  slowed,  and  ended  in  a  sigh.  "In  the 
boldness  of  my  youth,  I  did  not  think  of  this  day.  But  alas,  in  the 
foolishness  of  my  old  age,  I  did  not  prepare  for  it." 
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"But  surely  the  king — "  Poly  began. 

"The  king  will  care  nothing  for  a  voiceless  singer  past  his  prime,  you 
idiot,"  the  old  man  informed  Poly  gravely,  a  shadow  of  his  usual  invective 
self.  "They  will  have  no  use  for  me  there.  Nor  will  my  nephew,  I  fear." 

Terror  gripped  Poly's  heart.  So  this  is  what  I  will  come  to  in  the  years 
ahead.  Sold  to  meet  my  master's  debts  so  that  he  might  live  his  last 
unproductive  years  at  the  expense  of  my  brightest.  "So  what  will  you  do 
now?"  he  asked  fearfully. 

WHACK!  It  was  not  easy  to  strike  someone  across  the  shoulders 
without  them  seeing  it  coming,  but  the  old  man  managed  it. 

"What  do  you  mean,  'What  will  I  do  now?'"  the  old  man  roared.  "What 
do  you  expect,  that  I  intend  to  rot  away  the  last  years  of  my  life,  grasping 
at  the  straws  of  my  fading  talent,  until  I  finally  have  to  sell  my  remaining 
possessions  to  become  as  wealthy  as  the  beggars  in  the  street?"  He  bent 
backhishead  and  laughed  out  loud.  "Cowardly  fool!  I  intend  to  shepherd 
what  I  have  left.  I  am  not  going  to  burn  the  house  for  the  sake  of  leaving 
a  hot  fire  at  the  hearth.  I  intend  to  see  to  it  that  my  life  is  some  use,  my 
young  upstart." 

"And  how  do  you  think  to  accomplish  that,  old  man?"  Poly  said 
angrily,  rubbing  the  sore  spot  the  cane  had  left  on  his  back. 

WHACK!  "OW!" 

The  old  man  leaned  forward  until  Poly  took  his  sore  fingers  out  of  his 
mouth  and  found  himself  looking  straight  into  his  master's  blind  gray 
eyes. 

"I  am  going  to  teach  the  art  to  my  replacement." 

Poly  found  himself  continuing  the  conversation  as  he  half-led,  half- 
raced  the  old  man  down  the  street,  trying  to  get  him  home  to  more 
sensible  surroundings  while  at  the  same  time  wanting  to  run  as  far  from 
him  as  possible. 

"No,  old  man!  Absolutely  not,  I  will  die  first!" 

"Foolish  child,  what  is  it  you  thought  I  was  trying  to  do  with  all  this 
talk  of  ballads  and  performances  and  adventures  on  the  high  sea? 
Entertain  you?" 

He  tried  to  tighten  his  grip  on  Poly's  shoulder,  but  did  not  succeed. 
So  he  hit  him  with  his  cane  again. 

WHACK!  "Slow  down!"  he  griped.  "Who  doyouthink  I  am,  Achilles?" 

Poly  wasn't  about  to  do  anything  of  the  kind,  master  or  no.  The 
geezer  was  insane,  he  was  sure  of  that  now.  Yes,  that  would  explain 
much.  Just  his  luck,  too;  it  fit  quite  nicely  with  the  last  year  of  his  life 
to  be  stuck  with  a  lord  whose  noggin  was  not  altogether  full. 

Briefly,  Poly  wondered  whether  the  lunatic  had  lost  his  mind  before 
or  after  he'd  come  into  the  old  man's  services.  The  he  laughed.  Then  he 
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laughed.  Imagine  the  hubris  of  the  fool  in  his  senility,  thinking  he  could 
turn  a  slave  into  a  poetaster! 

"I  think  you  are  mad,  old  man.  I  am  no  poet,  and  you  are  no  teacher." 

The  old  man  growled  deep  in  his  throat,  stumbled  at  Poly's  pace,  and 
growled  again.  "How  do  you  know,  young  whippersnapper?  You've 
never  tried  to  learn  anything!" 

Poly  slowed  down  a  bit  as  they  came  across  a  small  knot  of  people 
walking  down  the  lane  and  he  wove  to  one  side  to  avoid  them.  Neither 
being  exceptionally  fit,  they  were  both  winded  after  their  previous  pace, 
and  Poly  was  very  conscious  of  people  staring  at  them  as  they  passed 
gasping. 

"Old  man,"  he  asked  incredulously,  "are  you  so  blind  in  your  pride 
that  you  cannot  see  that  the  muses  give  their  gifts  as  they  please?  I  do 
not  have  the  talent!  The  songs  I  sing  are  the  course  lyrics  of  children  and 
field  workers.  And  you  are  about  as  good  a  teacher  as  that  stick  of  yours." 

WHACK!  "Impudent  boy!  Too  stupid  to  dream  of  being  better  than 
you  are  and  plan  at  the  same  time!" 

Poly  thought  of  all  the  dreams  that  had  been  shattered  when  the 
fates  cursed  him  with  slavery  and  almost  shrugged  the  old  man's  hand 
off,  to  leave  him  in  the  streets  like  a  beggar.  But  through  the  mercy  of 
the  gods,  he  restrained  himself.  'That  is  not  a  dream,  old  fool."  he  spat. 
"That  is  a  nightmare." 

WHACK!  "Slow  down,  you  frightened  old  woman!" 

Poly  first  realized  that  he  had  been  angrily  accelerating  to  his 
previous  pace,  and  second  that  the  old  man  had  called  him  a  coward.  He 
stopped  and  turned  to  face  the  old  maniac.  "Do  you  really  think  it's  fear 
that  drives  me  away  from  this?" 

The  old  man  nodded  with  a  gruff  snort.  "I  do,  you  half-grown  imp! 
You  are  afraid  to  try." 

"Because  I  know  I  will  fail!" 

WHACK!  "What  kind  of  supernatural  being  are  you,  that  you  know 
the  outcome  before  you  even  try?"  The  old  man  reached  out  and  grabbed 
Poly's  robe  by  the  neck,  pulling  him  close.  "I  have  tried  and  failed,  after 
a  fashion,  boy.  I  have  tried  all  my  life  to  give  some  credit  to  the  heroes 
in  our  past.  That  is  coming  to  an  end  sooner  than  you  think,  whether  you 
shut  up  your  impudence  and  listen  or  not.  My  whole  life  has  been  one 
great  try!  Do  you  think  that  I  have  tried  so  long  only  to  dwell  on  my 
failure  now? 

"Hades,  no!  The  attempt  itself  was  worth  my  life.  I  tell  you,  I  have 
seen  things  that  would  make  your  head  swim  with  wonder  while  I  was 
trying  what  you  think  so  useless.  It  is  only  the  smallest  part  of  my  glory 
that  I  can  describe  them  now.  I  tell  you,  we  will  all  fail!  Any  failure  you 
see  in  the  prime  of  your  life  is  only  the  barest  prelude  to  the  ones  to  come. 
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The  only  value  in  your  life  is  what  you  try  before  you  fail." 

The  old  man  released  Poly  and  stepped  back  to  stand  before  him  in 
the  street.  "Have  you  no  interest  in  that?"  he  asked  sadly. 

Poly  had  never  seen  the  old  man  express  such  a  wide  range  of 
emotions  over  anything  except  poetry  and  food.  He  didn't  have  the 
slightest  inkling  what  to  say.  He  had  come  to  understand  much  about 
the  old  man  this  day.  Yet  somehow  he  couldn't  use  this  new  knowledge 
to  form  even  a  single  word. 

In  silence,  Poly  took  the  old  man's  hand  and  led  him  home. 
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Untitled  -  Angel  Guidroz 


This  silence  in  myself  is  only  mathematical  comfort. 

There  is  a  balance  in  the  universe. 

The  noisy  numbers  miss  the  mark, 

but  not  me. 

Add  it  up. 

You  will  find  the  figures  don't  lie. 

I  have  my  own  pentameter  and  sense  of  who  I  am. 

Count  and  see. 


% 
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From  the  Eyes  of  the  Dancer  -  Valerie  Lee 

I  dance  in  a  world  of  light  and  happiness.  My  eyes  see  the  beauty  of  the 
earth  and  my  hands  allow  me  to  feel  its  warmth.  My  lips  sing  the  joys 
of  today  and  the  hopes  of  tomorrow.  My  feet  are  the  mediators  which 
lead  me  in  the  direction  of  my  dreams.  My  heart  provides  me  with  the 
love  of  all  things  under  the  sky.  Beauty  surrounds  me,  and  I  encounter 
love. 

I  am  a  friend  in  search  of  a  friendship.  My  body  is  about  to  explode  from 
a  happiness  longing  to  be  shared.  In  a  world  so  extraordinary,  everyone 
must  see  the  miracles  of  each  day.  Everyone  must  feel  the  love  I  feel  and 
long  to  share  that  love. 

I  know  that  I  am  not  alone.  With  desperate  need,  my  hand  stretches 
out  for  a  companion. 

She  enters  into  my  life  and  receives  my  hand.  Her  grip  is  so  tight,  my 
hand  becomes  weak  and  limp.  I  stand  debilitated  beside  her,  hand  in 
hand,  while  my  energies  become  her  strength.  She  throws  me  aside,  for 
Ihavenothinglefttogiveher.  I  watch  her  use  my  energies  as  she  dances 
in  mad  confusion.  Her  body  cannothandle  the  love  andhappiness  which 
once  dwelled  inside  of  me.  Her  name  is  Hatred  and  she  is  dishonest.  She 
seeks  goodness  by  stealing  the  spirit  of  others,  and  I  have  fallen  victim 
to  her. 

As  I  watch  her  dance,  thrashing  her  arms  with  sharp  motions,  I 
undergo  a  change.  My  eyes  see  the  darkness  of  the  night  and  my  hands 
touch  the  cold  soil  of  the  earth.  My  lips  shout  the  angers  of  today  and 
curse  the  days  yet  to  come.  My  feet  are  burdens  to  a  body  which  wants 
to  sleep  forever,  never  waking  from  a  nightmare.  My  heart  is  broken  by 
Hatred.  There  is  no  strength  left  inside  to  mold  my  heart  together  again. 
She  has  taken  advantage  of  me.  Her  friendship  is  an  encountered 
precipice. 

She  exits  from  this  stage  of  my  life.  I  am  filled  with  a  new  energy.  I 
began  to  imitate  her  violent  gestures,  throwing  my  body  in  a  chaotic 
dance  which  was  once  foreign  to  me.  I  remember  her  cruelty  and  swear 
to  never  possess  a  friendship  of  any-sort.  I  am  content  to  dance  alone. 

As  I  dance,  my  body  becomes  weak.  I  realize  that  these  new  energies 
are  only  temporary.  Once  again  I  began  to  search,  not  friendship,  but  for 
the  virtues  of  life  As  I  continue  dancing,  I  realize  that  I  do  not  know 
where  to  begin  my  journey  for  truth.  I  become  frantic  on  my  desperate 
hunt.  My  body  suddenly  grows  weary.  I  cannot  go  any  further. 

She  enters  into  my  life.  I  cry  out  to  her,  for  I  have  nothing  left  to  lose. 
She  begins  to  dance.  Sh.:  is  graceful  and  beautiful.  She  dances  with  a 
strength  I  never  knew  existed.  Tears  of  joy  fill  her  eyes  and  become 
mirrors  which  reflect  the  beauty  of  the  beauty  of  the  world.  She  guides 
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my  hand  to  touch  the  warm  surface  of  the  earth.  My  lips  sing  the  joys  of 
today  and  the  hopes  of  tomorrow  with  the  heavenly  choirs  above.  My  feet 
follow  the  path  of  my  dreams.  My  heart  provides  me  with  the  love  of  all 
things  under  the  sky,  and  the  strength  and  courage  to  face  the  darkest 
shadows  of  life. 

I  know  exactly  where  to  begin  my  journey  for  truth.  Without  my 
friend,  I  would  have  never  known  that  the  journeys  of  life  dwell  inside 
of  you.  You  are  the  navigator  who  determines  your  final  destination. 
Yet,  throughout  the  journey  she  dances  beside  me.  When  I  began  to  fall, 
she  holds  me  up.  I  have  encountered  an  angel  of  love. 

Our  friendship  is  a  never  ending  dance.  Even  though  there  is  a  tug  of 
hatred  in  the  world,  we  continue  to  dance.  Hatred  grinds  jealously  at  our 
relationship,  but  never  breaks  the  bonds  of  our  love.  When  Hatred  tries 
to  enter  our  world,  we  dance  with  her.  Her  chaotic  moves  become 
graceful.  Hatred  becomes  the  victim. 

In  a  world  so  extraordinary,  everyone  must  see  the  miracles  of  each 
day.  Everyone  must  feel  the  love  I  feel  and  long  to  share  that  love.  I  know 
that  I  am  not  alone. 


Untitled  -  Angel  Guidroz 

Tattered  tee-shirt  dreamer 

in  his  grey 

blue-jeans 

waves  his  paper-picking  fingers 

at  the  desk  clerk 

and  asks  for 

a  one-way  ticket 

to  California. 

Once  at  three 

he  raised 

his  eyes  to  heaven  and  told  the 

tall,  strong,  lady 

"Lookie  here 

I'm  going  places." 
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A  Surrealist  Experience  on  the  Dialectic  -  Colum  O' 

It  was  hot,  and  I  was  sweaty,  dusty,  and  generally  miserable.  To 
be  totally  honest,  I  was  in  a  lousy  mood,  frustrated,  disgusted,  and  not 
fit  for  human  company. 

I  had  barely  survived  a  bitch  of  a  week  at  work;  my  boss  had  her 
head  up  her  ass  about  a  foot  and  a  half.  To  make  it  even  worse,  when 
I  got  home  on  Friday  evening  my  wife  wanted  to  go  out  with  friends  of 
hers.  I  had  absolutely  no  use  for  these  people.  Automatic  fight.  I 
refused,  she  said  she  was  going  anyway.  Things  escalated,  screaming, 
crying,  name  calling,  doors  slamming. 

I  stormed  out  of  the  house  to  find  out  what  the  kids  had  destroyed 
this  week.  It  seemed  like  the  faster  I  fixed  things,  the  faster  they'd 
break  'em.  To  top  it  off  the  horses  and  goats  were  apparently  taking 
lessons  from  the  kids.  The  fences  needed  fixing  right  now. 

So  here  I  was,  on  the  far  side  of  the  pasture,  fighting  off  ticks, 
chiggers,  and  other  obnoxious  critters  and  mostly  feeling  sorry  for 
myself.  My  wife  didn't  appreciate  me,  my  kids  were  wild  animals,  and 
my  high-priced  breeding  stock  were  part  of  a  communist  plot.  I  ought 
to  just  chuck  it  all  and  run  away  from  home. 

I  guess  I  must  have  drifted  off.  The  heat  and  the  droning  sounds 
of  various  insects  just  seemed  to  take  me  up  and  away.  Dreams  of 
righteous  revenge  and  how  they'd  all  be  sorry  when  they  found  me  gone. 
I  have  no  idea  how  long  I  was  drifting  along  like  that  when  something, 
a  stray  sound  perhaps,  snapped  me  back  again. 

Way  across  the  pasture  near  the  house,  I  noticed  the  horses  and 
goats  wandering  along  in  a  line.  They  followed  the  paths  the  horses 
made  throughout  the  pastures. 

While  I  watched  curiously,  I  kept  hearing  a  sound  I  couldn't  quite 
make  out.  The  animals  were  moving  in  my  general  direction  along  their 
wandering  pathways.  As  they  came  closer  I  was  able  to  make  them  out 
more  clearly. 

In  the  lead  was  Val,  my  Arabian  mare,  followed  by  Jarada,  a 
palomino  half-Arab  filly,  with  Val's  son  Mac  next.  In  line  behind  this 
equine  nobility  were  four  nubian  goats,  and  in  the  gaps  of  tall  grass,  I 
caught  glimpses  of  two  bird  dogs,  one  mutt,  and  three  cats  all  in  solemn 
procession. 

I  figured  they  must  be  coming  to  see  what  it  would  take  to  undo  the 
repairs  I  was  making  to  the  fence  they  had  attempted  to  destroy. 

While  I  watched  this  strange  group  approach,  I  kept  hearing  this 
sound;  it  stayed  just  vague  enough  to  be  unidentifiable. 

This  parade  moved  slowly  and  solemnly  around  and  around,  as  if 
part  of  a  spiral  dance.  Closer  and  closer  they  came.  Soon  I  was  able  to 
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see  something  was  in  line  in  front  of  Val,  the  lead  horse.  Every  so  often 
I'd  get  a  glimpse  of  something  barely  popping  up  above  the  tops  of  the 
grass,  which  was  up  about  mid-thigh. 

At  about  this  point  I  recognized  the  sound  that  had  been  nagging 
at  me  as  the  voice  of  my  three  year-old  daughter.  She  seemed  to  be 
singing,  although  I  couldn't  make  out  the  words. 

After  a  short  time  they  entered  a  more  open  area  where  the  grass 
was  only  a  foot  or  so  tall.  Now  I  could  see  Sheila  and  her  animal 
entourage. 

This  staid  procession  moved  in  a  slow  stately  walk,  with  the 
exception  of  its  leader,  who  was  happily  skipping  along.  It  had  been  the 
top  of  her  head  I  had  spotted  bouncing  up  and  down. 

I  stood  there  like  a  moron,  with  my  face  hanging  out,  watching. 
Suddenly,  I  could  make  out  what  Sheila  sang.  She  was  singing,  "...hi- 
ho,  the  dairy-oh,  skipping  over  the  poop...,"  as  she  skipped  happily 
along. 

She  glanced  up,  saw  me  watching,  and  ran  up  to  me,  throwing  her 
arms  around  my  legs. 

"Hi,  Daddy,  we  came  to  keep  you  company,"  she  said. 

Right  then,  right  there,  I  stopped  feeling  so  sorry  for  myself;  I 
seemed  unexplainably  to  understand  my  wife  and  children. 

To  this  day  I  can't  justify  why  my  little  girl  was  so  eloquently  able 
to  destroy  the  walls  of  foolishness  I  had  erected,  when  both  my  wife  and 
I  were  unable  to  do  so. 
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fishnet  stockings  -  Carol  Bernard 


black  criss-cross 

weaving  in  and  out 

of  legs 

arch  and  bend 

smooth  rounded  knee 

image  of  sex 

drawing  the  eye  downward 

to  half-seen  leg 

pointed  toe 

shadow  and  light 

merging  and  mixing 

to  form  an 

ideal  of 

straight  lines 

and  soft  curves 

to  walk  upon. 


Roxanne  &  Joe  -  Sub-Zero  Permafrost  (brush  &  ink) 
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Apart(heid)  -  Paul  D.  Pickering 

All  the  gold  in  Kingdoms'  Crowns 
still  can't  fill  the  spaces. 

Laughter's  such  a  lovely  sound. 
We  only  hear  the  traces. 

Profess  belief  in  Christian  love, 
your  actions  prove  you  faithless. 


I  once  believed  the  walls  were  down, 

their  wire  and  mortar  shapeless; 

The  boundary  lines  are  drawn 

within  our  hearts. 

Beat  this  One. 

Set  that  One  apart. 


J 
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Believing  It  -  Deborah  Harris 

White:  as  in  snow  and  ivory 
Black:  as  in  a  negro  gene 
White  as  a  cultured  pearl 
Black  as  an  Egyptian  Queen 

Ink  goes  to  paper 
As  black  goes  to  white 
A  new-born  child 
has  only  this  sight 

enhancing  the  other 
as  paper  and  ink 
could  brighten  the  world 
don't  you  think? 
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Stony  Gaze  -  David  Pine  (Black  and  White  Photo) 
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Don't  Judge  Me  -  Rhoni  Gallagher 

You  don't  know  what 

it  is  to  be  me. 

You  don't  know  my  nights- 

my  fights 

Were  you  there  when 

I  cried  in  the  dark? 

Were  you  there  when 

I  screamed 

Did  you  feel  the  tearing, 

the  screaming,  the  knife? 

Do  you  wish  my  wishes? 

Do  you  taste  my  fears? 

Do  you  feel  my  strength? 

Did  you  know 

I  believe  in  God? 

Did  you  know 

I  come  from  insanity? 

Did  you  know 

I  find  constant  liberation 

exhausting? 

Did  you  know 
I  taste  sex  in  my  sleep? 

You  don't  know  me 

You  don't  know  what  it  is 

to  be  me. 


61 


Radical  Feminism  in  Relation  to  Reproductive  Technologies  - 

David  Herrell 

Modern  science  and  technology,  which  has  been  advancing  at  an 
almost  exponentially  increasing  pace,  has  altered  the  morphology  of 
human  reproduction  substantially  in  recent  decades.  Indeed,  it  has 
become  much  more  popular  to  hear  of  common  artificial  insemination,  in 
vitro  fertilization,  and  in  utero  genetic  testing.  However,  these  particular 
reproductive  technologies  are  almost  quaint  in  comparison  to  the 
expansive  theoretical  possibilities.  Although  contemporary  biology  has 
not  yet  "scientifically"  reached  these  vistas,  radical  feminism  has  already 
visited  these  frontiers.  In  the  article  "Political  Philosophies  of  Women's 
Liberation,"  Alison  Jagger  writes  of  the  radical  feminist : 

Since  she  believes  that  the  oppression  of  women  is  basically 
biological,  the  radical  feminist  concludes  that  our  liberation 
requires  a  biological  revolution.. .It  is  achieving  this  through  the 
development  of  techniques  of  artificial  reproduction  and  the 
consequent  possibility  of  diffusing  the  child-bearing  and  child- 
raising  role  throughout  society  as  a  whole  (Jagger  325). 

Radical  feminism  aspires  to  change  not  only  reproductive 
technology,  but  the  entire  socio-biological  system.  Through  the  application 
of  technology,  humanity  will  at  last  be  emancipated  from  "natural" 
biological  assumptions.  Among  the  many  assumptions  which  radical 
feminism  challenges  are:  that  women  must  bear  and  raise  children;  that 
heterosexuality  is  prescriptive  for  the  reproduction  of  life;  and  that  the 
two-parent  nuclear  family  is  the  only  possible  familial  arrangement. 

As  mentioned  before,  one  of  the  primary  goals  of  radical  feminism 
is  to  eliminate  the  need  for  pregnancy  on  the  part  of  women.  Ironically, 
one  of  the  most  common  contemporary  reproductive  technologies,  in  vitro 
fertilization,  has  provided  the  means  for  those  women,  who  would 
otherwise  be  unable,  to  become  pregnant.  Moreover,  a  greater  reliance 
upon  surrogacy  has  also  accompanied  this  form  of  reproductive  freedom. 
However,  these  technologies  do  not  directly  address  radical  feminist 
criticisms  regarding  women  and  reproduction. 

According  to  Jaggar,  radical  feminists  believe  that  technology 
will  "snap  the  link  between  sex  and  reproduction  and  thus  liberate 
women  from  our  childbearing  and  childraising  function"  (Jaggar  326). 
This  separation  of  sex  and  gender  from  procreation  already  has  a 
theoretical  biological  basis  in  the  form  of  ectogenisis,  which  is  the  process 
of  complete  gestation  outside  of  a  human  host.  Of  recent  research  in  this 
technology,  Karen  Wright  writes  in  the  article  "Playing  demigod;  biologists 
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find  limits  to  tinkering  with  reproduction  ;" 

To  date  no  artificial  placenta  has  been  successfully  designed  to 
support  the  fetus  during  the  first  half  of  gestation.  The  prospects  for  such 
may  not  be  too  distant,  however.  Currently,  mature  infants,  some  less 
than  1,000  grams  in  weight,  are  being  kept  alive  in  incubation  (Wright 
352). 

Although  the  sociopolitical  consequences  of  the  technologies 
called  for  by  radical  feminism  are  currently  "un testable,"  radical  feminists 
espouse  that  this  technology  would,  indeed,  provide  an  important  step  in 
women's  liberation. 

The  second  aforementioned  assumption  regarding  reproduction 
that  radical  feminism  addresses  is  the  assumption  of  prescriptive 
heterosexuality.  Jaggar  writes: 

Male  homosexuality,  lesbianism,  and  extramarital  sexual 
intercourse  will  no  longer  be  viewed  as  alternative  options  outside  of  the 
range  of  state  regulation,  in  which  the  individual  may  or  may  not  choose 
to  participate... Instead,  even  the  categories  of  homosexuality  and 
heterosexuality  will  be  abandoned  (Jaggar  326). 

Although  the  many  cultural  restrictions  of  homosexuality  may 
seem  particularly  difficult  to  challenge  and  eradicate,  the  biological 
constraints  facing  gays  and  lesbians  within  the  context  of  reproduction 
might  seem  to  be  impossible  to  overcome. 

There  are,  however,  many  animal  species  that  reproduce 
parthenogenetically  (reproduction  without  the  joining  of  two  sexually 
differentiated  gametes).  Moreover,  there  has  been  extensive  research 
into  the  possibility  of  human  reproduction  that  is  independent  of  the 
heterosexual  union  of  gametes.  John  Edwards,  in  the  article  "New 
conceptions;  biological  innovations  and  the  family,"  describes  one  area  of 
research,  that  of  genetic  imprinting,  which  is  the  process  that  distinguishes 
between  the  chromosomes  contributed  by  the  male  and  female  in  an 
embryo  (Edwards  31).  He  also  suggests  that  if  a  specific  mechanism  that 
facilitates  this  process  can  be  found  it  is  possible  that  this  sexual 
differentiation  might  be  reversible.  The  resulting  technology  would 
make  possible  genetic  procreation  between  members  of  the  same  sex 

whether  or  not  fetal  gestation  takes  place  in  the  utero  or  exogenetically. 
The  terms  most  commonly  used  to  describe  this  "homosexual 
reproductivity"  are  gynogenesis,  the  union  of  two  male  gametes.  These 
concepts  put  into  practice  would,  indeed,  as  radical  feminists  believe, 
liberate  men  and  women  from  compulsory  heterosexuality  within 
biologically  reproductive  contexts.  However,  a  problematic  genetic 
situation  exists  regarding  gynogenesis  and  androgenesis;  that  being  that 
males  possess  the  sex  chromosomes  X  and  Y,  whereas  females  possess  an 
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X  and  another  X. 

Although  the  "scientific"  consequences  of  this  situation  may  be 
unknown  at  this  point  in  the  evolution  of  reproductive  technology,  one 
can  make  a  few  logical  assumptions  based  on  the  available  data.  Given 
the  knowledge  that  two  males  who  both  posses  X  and  Y  chromosomes 
choose  to  procreate  via  androgenesis,  the  resulting  genetic  combinations 
could  produce  either  a  female  or  a  male  since  the  chromosomes  for  both 
are  present.  However,  in  the  case  of  gynogenesis,  two  females  who  wish 
to  have  a  child  could  theoretically  only  produce  female  offspring  since 
women  possess  two  X  chromosomes.  If  this  assumption  is  correct,  it 
would  echo  the  call  of  many  feminists  for  the  development  of  a  "women's 
consciousness,"  a  consciousness,  that  would  be  culturally  and,  in  this 
case,  genetically  separate  from  men.  Also,  the  perfection  of  this  technology 
would  provide  an  extensive  expansion  of  what  Adrienne  Rich  has 
termed  the  "lesbian  continuum"  :  women  identified-women  genetically 
reproducing  other  women. 

Radical  feminism  also  seeks  to  abolish  the  structurally  assumed 
two-parent  nuclear  family  and  also  the  nature  of  present  adult-child 
relationships.  Jaggar  writes: 

This  will  be  achieved  gradually,  through  an  intermediate  state 
of  "cybernetic  socialism"  with  household  licenses  to  raise  children 
and  guaranteed  income  for  all... Individuals  are  psychologically 
formed  through  their  experience  in  the  family,  a  family  whose 
power  relationships  reflect  the  underlying  biological  realities  of 
female  (and  childhood)  dependence  (Jaggar  326). 

The  emergence  of  single-parent  familial  structures  is,  perhaps, 
a  sociological  precursor  of  the  new  biological  order  envisioned  by  many 
radical  feminists.  However,  aside  from  the  sociological  evolution  of  the 
family,  cloning  challenges  the  very  notion  of  the  procreative  necessity  of 
two  parents  (of  either  sex).  Edwards  writes  of  the  progress  of  human 
genetic  cloning  technology: 

Technically,  cloning  is  difficult  and  remains  in  a  primitive  stage 
(Walters  1982).  Yet,  the  theoretical  possibility  itself  fosters  many 
startling  scenarios  about  cloning  being  the  ultimate  in  asexual 
reproduction  (Edwards  352). 

Although  asexual  reproduction  is  not  a  directly  addressed  goal 
of  radical  feminism,  in  theory  it  does  present  a  challenge  to  assumptions 
regarding  familial  structure  and  procreation.  Moreover,  it  is  likely  that 
genetic  cloning  will  provide  individuals  with  expanded  definitions  of 
reproductive  freedom.  One  major  ethnic  dilemma  that  might  face 
radical  feminists  upon  the  advancement  of  cloning  technology  could 
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possibly  be  whether  or  not  individuals  have  the  "right"  to  reproduce 
genetic  replicas  of  themselves  for  purposes  related  to  extended  longevity 
of  the  original  provider  of  genetic  information:  i.e.,  will  it  be  ethical  to 
produce  genetic  humans  to  provide  "extra"  organs  and  tissue?  This  debate 
is  already  well  underway,  given  the  great  controversy  about  the  "medical 
uses"  fetal  tissue.  Edwards  also  points  out  a  major  radical  feminist 
criticism  regarding  asexual  reproduction.  He  writes  that  :  "As  asexual 
reproduction  becomes  less  of  an  anachronism,women  are  neatly  divided 
into  two  classes — egg  suppliers  and  egg-hatchers"  (Edwards  359).  This 
seems  to  be  a  valid  criticism  until  one  considers  that  it  may  eventually  be 
possible  for  reproduction  to  be  completely  exclusive  of  a  "natural"  placenta 
and  also  ,  of  women. 

It  is  interesting,  indeed,  that  some  of  the  well  established 
philosophies  of  the  radical  feminism  have  yet  to  be  put  to  the  "scientific" 
test.  This  lack  of  "corroboration"  is  most  likely  due  to  several  factors,  of 
which  the  most  important  are:  1)  the  "gap"  between  theoretical  radical 
feminism  and  "scientific"  findings;  and  2)  inherent  patriarchal  bias 
within  the  scientific  method  itself  which  would  help  explain  why  these 
technologies  do  not  receive  as  much  "priority"  as  the  development  of  a 
high-altitude  laser-based  anti-missile  "defense"  system,  for  instance. 
Also,  it  is  quite  possible  that  human  capacities,  cultural  and  "scientific, 
"  have  just  not  reached  the  proper  levels  of  advancement  for  the  goals  of 
radical  feminism  to  be  attained.  Given  the  general  cultural  reticence  to 
criticize  and  revolutionize  sexuality  and  procreation  (one  can  think  of 
"simple"  phenomenon  such  as  abortion  and  genetic  research),  it  would  be 
optimistic  to  assume  that  the  major  goals  and  aspirations  of  radical 
feminism  will  be  attainable  for  decades. 
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Power  Tools  and  Eroticism  -  Grant  Williams 

I  want  to  do  something  to  you  you  would  never  do  on  your  own, 
Let  me  rub  you  with  my  sandpaper  hands  and  scrape  you  on  the 

bone, 

It's  hard  to  be  in  love  because  we're  both  perverts, 
Let  me  hold  you  in  my  razor  blade  arms  and  give  you  your  just 

desserts, 

I  can  work  my  magic,  ease  your  plight,  and  make  you  feel  at  home, 
Let  me  kiss  you  with  my  rust  worn  lips  and  we'll  sink  into  the 

unknown. 

So  just  lay  back  and  be  at  peace  with  one  of  your  own  kind, 

and  let  me  give  you  a  chainsaw  massage  that  is  guaranteed  to  blow 

your  mind. 
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AIDS  Haiku  Series  -  Linda  Boyd 

not  a  simple  death 

your  blood  and  semen  tainted 

dead  at  thirty  years 

thought  I  remembered 

not  blue  skin  sunken  lids  but 

dark  hair,  flashing  eyes 

dead  at  thirty  years 

you  bent  into  your  death  like 

reed  in  the  strong  wind 


♦ 


St.  Tracy  -  Sub-Zero  Permafrost  (brush  &  ink) 
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Untitled  -  Angel  Guidroz 

Brown  eyes 

blister  in 

the  autumn  wind 

and  leaves  painted 

auburn 

send 

a  message 

to  her  window, 

until  she  slams  the  glass 

with  a  bang! 

No  way  to  end 

a  seasonal  change, 

no  way  to  bend 

a  twisted  back 

no  way  to  mend 

a  broken  heart 

no  way  to  wipe  her  blistered 

eyes 

The  wind  keeps  blowing, 

time  keeps  going 

and  the  leaves  send 

messages 

to  other  windows. 

Don't  cry  brown  eyes, 

it's  only  autumn. 
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You  ■  Harley  Quinn 

When  apart, 
My  heart  aches, 
For  you, 

Burning  passion, 
\  I  can  hardly, 

lili 

;;  Control, 
"   Every  moment, 
I'm  with  you, 
I'm  in  ecstasy, 
Probing  every  crevasse, 
Of  body  and  mind. 

: 

i 

:               : 

!          J 
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I  fought  for  this  bone 

with  gnashing  teeth 

and  deep-chested  growls 

losing  bits  of  fur  and  blood 

and  now  I  lay  out  of  sight  under  a  porch, 

one  paw  defensively  resting 

on  each  end  of  my  trophy. 


Even  now,  there  is  a  struggle 
trying  to  extract  the 
treasure  waiting  within. 
White  splinters  find  their  way 
into  soft  flesh,  but 
I  work  compulsively, 
driven  by  the  anticipation  of 
breaking  into  the  ivory  vault, 
and  moving  into  the  shade  of  a  willow, 
contenting  myself  to  idly 
sucking  upon  the  core's 
ambrosia. 

But  I  will  always  keep 
one  protective  paw  on  my  prize. 
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An  Excerpt  from  Blurp  The  Frog  -  Ronald  M.  Rachal 

Once,  not  long  ago  —  only  a  few  hundred  years  back,  during  the 
magical  and  mysterious  age  of  the  16th  century  —  there  lived,  in  the 
green  rolling  country  of  Italy,  a  hill  frog  named  Blurp. 

A  moss  green,  orange-speckled  fellow,  Blurp  the  frog  lived  in  a  comfy 
deep  hole.  The  hole  was  dug  in  the  bank  of  a  low  hill  overlooking  a 
beautiful  lily  pad-bedecked  frog  pond,  which  was  freshened  perpetually 
by  a  narrow  sparkling  creek. 

On  the  far  side  of  the  clear  water  lay  the  vast  expanse  of  a  great  new 
world,  spread  out  like  a  magic  carpet.  Every  day,  Blurp  sat  on  the  side 
of  his  hill  and  gazed  upon  in  the  wondrous  sights  which  lay  beyond  the 
flowing  water.  Although  he  often  longed  to  venture  into  the  unknown 
land  to  explore,  he  never  wandered  from  his  home. 

Looking  at  the  soft  verdant  grass  and  the  distant  trees,  Blurp  was 
filled  with  a  yearning.  He  longed  to  spring  into  the  tufted  glade,  to  hop 
in  the  shade  of  new  tree,  to  discover  what  flavorful  new  varieties  of  bug 
there  were  to  taste. 

But  Blurp's  mother  and  father,  and  his  friends  as  well,  upon  hearing 
of  his  wish,  offered  their  advice:  Don't  go.  Stay  here.  You  don't  know 
what's  over  there.  It  might  be  dangerous.  And  this:  You  belong  here, 
where  it's  safe. 

A  young  frog  who  respected  the  views  of  his  parents  and  paid  heed 
to  the  caution  of  his  friends,  Blurp  contented  himself  with  sitting  on  his 
side  of  the  creek,  looking  out  over  the  water,  and  wondering  what  might 
be  found  on  the  other  side. 

On  one  rather  overcast  day,  Blurp  was  squatting  on  a  low  hump  of 
ground  that  looked  out  toward  the  unknown  land.  The  sky  was  streaked 
with  shades  of  gray.  The  tree  line  in  the  distance  met  his  vision  like  a 

shadowy  fringe.  The  water  in  the  creek  splashed  merrily  along,  as  usual. 
The  birds  in  the  trees  chirped  happily,  in  spite  of  the  grayness  of  the  day. 

As  he  sat  and  watched,  a  wren  wearing  bright  plumage  fluttered  fro 
his  perch  in  a  nearby  dogwood.  The  bird  circled  in  the  air  gracefully 
twice,  over  a  peaceful  field  of  small  yellow  flower.  Then  it  flew  away, 
across  the  creek  and  over  the  unexplored  land. 

I  wish  I  was  a  bird,  Blurp  thought,  as  he  watched  the  orange  bird 
dart  down  and  disappear  behind  a  distant  tree.  If  I  were  a  bird  I  could 
fly  and  explore  and  be  back  before  anyone  knew  I  was  gone.  Then  I  would 
know  what  the  world  was  like. 

Slowly,  the  morning  lengthened  and  the  misty  tendrils  began  to 
evaporate  as  the  sun  crept  up  toward  the  middle  of  the  sky.  The  dawning 
of  the  day  made  the  distant  land  seem  to  awaken,  drawing  out  all  the 
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dazzling  colors  of  nature.  The  longer  Blurp  sat  mulling  about  all  that  he 
was  missing  by  not  venturing  out  beyond  what  he  already  new,  the  more 
tantalizing  the  sunlight- dressed  expanse  tempted  him.  By  the  time  the 
golden  orb  crested  its  zenith  and  began  to  sink  behind  him,  Blurp  had 
made  up  his  mind:  the  next  morning  he  would  set  out  to  explore,  across 
the  creek  and  away  in  the  woods  beyond. 

The  following  day,  bright  and  early,  the  morning  sun  found  Blurp 
squatting  on  the  wet  bank  of  the  briskly-moving  stream.  Frogs  don't 
travel  very  much  or  very  far  in  daytime.  A  typical  day  is  spent  hiding 
under  ferns,  peeking  suspiciously  out  of  holes  under  rocks.  Today,  Blurp 
wasn't  a  typical  frog.  Casting  a  final  glance  over  his  green  shoulder,  he 
steeled  his  nerve  bravely,  and  swam  across  the  creek,  kicking  his  feet 
with  graceful  frog  kicks  in  the  cool  clear  water. 

When  he  reached  the  other  side  he  labored  and  struggled  and 
shouldered  his  way  through  a  jungle  of  tall  marsh  reed  that  grew  up  next 
to  the  bank.  Soon,  panting  from  exhaustion,  he  broke  free  of  the  thicket 
and  became  the  first  hill  frog  to  enter  this  strange  new  world. 

The  glade  beyond  the  reeds  was  a  magical  place.  The  yellow  flowers, 
which  had  looked  so  small  from  a  distance,  towered  over  Blurp  like  a 
forest  whose  branches  formed  graceful  golden  arches. 

Bees  powdered  with  orange  pollen  zipped  and  swooped  into  the  open 
throats  of  the  flowers,  gathering  nectar  to  return  to  their  queen. 
Rainbow-winged  butterflies  circled  lightly  upon  the  gentle  breeze, 
dancing  restlessly  to  and  fro.  Blurp  frog-walked  through  the  lively, 
fragrant  wilderness,  his  eyes  filled  with  wonder. 

Around  mid-day,  the  field  of  flowers  began  to  thin  out.  The  perched 
umbrella  blooms  and  blossoms  gave  way  to  a  level  plain  of  soft  green 
grass  that  led  to  the  edge  of  the  line  of  towering  trees.  Amazed  by  every 
new  sight,  Blurp  continued  on. 

Upon  the  ground,  the  intertwined  tree  leaves  wove  and  warped  the 
sun's  cascading  rays  into  fantastic  patterns.  The  boughs  stretched  out 
overhead  like  the  enfolding  arms  of  giants.  Enraptured  by  the  stately 
grandeur  of  his  surroundings,  Blurp  soon  lost  his  way. 

It  wasn't  until  long  after  mid-afternoon,  when  Blurp's  stomach 
began  calling  attention  to  his  hunger,  that  the  young  frog  realized  he 
didn't  know  his  way  back  home.  From  his  point  of  view,  so  near  the 
ground,  every  way  looked  the  same.  Earth  and  tree  and  sky  blended 
together  to  make  a  world  entirely  lacking  in  recognizable  landmarks. 

Blurp  wasn't  the  kind  of  frog  to  become  frantic  over  such  a  minor 
inconvenience  as  being  lost,  however.  He  had  left  his  home  to  go 
exploring,  after  all.  And  here  he  was,  doing  just  that.  As  for  food,  well, 
a  forest  is  a  virtual  four-star  restaurant  for  a  frog.  Everywhere  Blurp 
turned,  a  new  and  savory-looking  bug  flew  or  crept  or  crawled  out  of 
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hiding,  ready  to  be  snared  by  his  long,  sticky  tongue. 

With  a  full  belly,  Blurp  happily  went  about  the  business  of  seeing 
more  of  his  new  universe.  Blurp  began  hopping  again,  deeper  into  the 
shadowy  folds  of  the  forest.  Deeper  he  went,  and  deeper  still,  until  all 
that  remained  of  the  sunny  sky  were  tiny  blue  chinks  in  the  leafy 
umbrella.  Moist  grass  and  dew-softened  leaves  rustled  under  his 
webbed  toes  as  he  hopped  onward. 

Before  long,  the  wandering  frog's  stomach  began  to  croak  with 
hunger  again.  The  gloom  of  the  surroundings  made  him  feel  alone,  and 
he  silently  kicked  himself  for  leaving  the  comfort  of  home  and  friends. 

Blurp  was  about  to  turn  and  retrace  the  way  he  had  come,  in  hope 
of  finding  his  way  back,  when  he  noticed  a  pale  light  shining  just  ahead, 
below  the  far  side  of  a  low  hump  of  earth.  The  orange  glow  glimmered 
upon  the  underside  of  the  leave  of  the  towering  trees. 

Ayoung  and  curious  frog,  Blurp  quickly  forgot  his  loneliness.  A  quiet 
green  hump  amid  a  world  of  green  humps,  the  frog  was  nearly  invisible 
as  he  crept  forward  toward  the  strange  and  beautiful  light. 

As  he  drew  nearer,  the  radiance  grew  in  form  and  intensity,  becoming 
a  glow  unlike  any  Blurp  had  seen  before.  It  possessed  a  quality  of 
glittering  softness  that  caressed  and  teased  his  eyes.  When  Blurp 
crested  the  rise  and  saw  the  source  of  the  light,  he  caught  his  breath  in 
amazement.  There,  on  the  broken  back  of  a  fallen,  rotting  log  less  than 
a  foot  away,  stood  the  most  beautiful  and  magnificent  fly  he  had  ever 
seen. 

Blurp  almost  let  himself  think  the  fly  was  a  lightning  bug.  But  the 
way  it  shined,  like  a  speck  of  rainbow  that  had  broken  off  and  fallen  to 
earth,  quickly  changed  his  mind.  As  he  watched,  the  fly  rubbed  its 
glowing  violet  head  with  its  front  legs.  It  stretched  its  liquid  blue  wings. 
It  arched  its  golden-yellow  body.  As  he  watched  the  fly  act  like  any  other 
normal  fly,  Blurp  suddenly  became  aware  that  he  was  still  famished. 

Responding  to  the  instincts  handed  down  from  hundreds  of  thousands 
of  generations  of  frogs  before  him,  Blurp's  practiced  tongue  shot  out  of 
his  wide  mouth,  bridged  the  distance  between  himself  and  the  fly  in  a 
flashing  part  of  a  second,  and  captured  the  insect  on  its  sticky  tip.  The 
radiantly  wondrous  bug  tried  to  flee,  beating  its  wings  frantically.  But 
it  was  no  use.  The  fly  was  as  trapped  as  if  it  were  glued  to  fly  paper. 

Seeing  the  marvelous  bug  trapped  on  his  tongue  the  way  it  was, 
Blurp  felt  a  little  sorry  for  having  to  extinguish  its  cool  and  glorious 
flame.  The  touch  of  pity  was  finding  stiff  competition  from  his  stomach, 
which  was  tellinghim:  still  and  all,  flies  are  flies,  and  frogs  are  frogs,  and 
nature  is  meant  to  take  its  course.  Paying  heed  to  his  grumbling  tummy, 
Blurp  drew  the  struggling  fly  toward  his  parted  lips. 

The  frog  was  about  to  pop  the  fly  into  his  mouth,  when  his  instincts 
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were  suddenly  short-circuited.  No  sooner  had  he  poised  the  fly  to  make 
that  short  and  final  trip  down  his  gullet,  than  the  insect's  frightened 
buzzing  changed  pitch  and  tone.  Now,  instead  of  making  meaningless 
insect  noise,  the  fly  was  speaking.  What  was  more,  it  was  speaking  in 
frog  language. 

"Let  me  live!"  wailed  the  fly.  "Don't  eat  me.  Please."  The  fly  heard 
the  frog's  stomach  grumble,  ever  so  close,  and  it  pleaded  all  the  harder. 

Blurp  had  never  in  his  life  heard  a  fly  speak  in  frog  before.  Nor  had 
he  ever  heard  of  such  an  event.  Now  Blurp's  curious  nature  overcame  his 
instinct  to  eat.  He  stretched  out  his  tongue  and  curved  it  upward,  so  that 
the  fly  was  perched  between  his  bulging  brown  eyes.  Barely  believing 
what  was  happening,  he  listened. 

Growing  calmer,  as  he  realized  he  wasn't  in  immediate  danger  of 
being  an  ex-fly,  the  fly  said,  "Thank  you,  frog,  for  sparing  me.  You  do  not 
realize  it,  but  you've  done  the  world  a  great  service." 

Speaking  around  his  tongue,  Blurp  asked,  "How?" 

The  fly  raised  himself  proudly  upon  his  six  legs,  and  replied,  "I  am 
called  Vizzop.  There  is  only  one  other  fly  like  me  in  the  whole  universe: 
Zemya.  The  universe  is  to  us  one  great  field  in  which  to  play  and  roam. 
We  have  never  left  this  universe,  even  though  we  can.  Thus,  we  call 
ourselves  Infield  Flies.  I  was  on  my  way  to  visit  Zemya  when  I  stopped 
on  this  tiny  world  to  rest." 

Frogs  are  honest  creatures  with  a  great  capacity  to  recognize  the 
honesty  in  others.  The  fly's  squeaky  voice  was  sincere,  and  Blurp  knew, 
despite  his  stomach's  complaint,  that  it  would  be  a  shame  to  eat  one  of 
the  only  two  Infield  Flies  in  the  universe.  Telling  his  belly  it  would  have 
to  wait  for  ordinary  flies,  Blurp  whipped  his  tongue  briskly,  releasing 
the  fly  from  its  sticky  surface. 

Happy  to  have  regained  its  freedom,  Vizzop  circled  Blurp's  head, 
buzzing  with  elation.  It  was  an  eldritch  ember  against  the  dusky  canvas 
of  the  forest.  Glowing  as  radiantly  as  a  star-burst,  the  fly  came  to  light 
on  the  log  where  Blurp  had  first  seen  him. 

So  grateful  for  Blurp's  show  of  mercy  was  the  Infield  fly  that  it  made 
the  frog  the  most  generous  offer  of  which  it  was  capable. 

"Friend  frog,"  said  Vizzop,  flexing  its  wings  this  way  and  that,  "for 
giving  me  my  freedom  I  will  reward  you  by  granting  you  one  wish. 
Anything  you  desire  will  be  yours.  All  you  need  do  is  ask." 

Blurp,  who  had  never  in  his  life  been  offered  a  gift  of  any  kind,  was 
at  a  loss  for  a  moment.  When  it  dawned  on  him  what  Vizzop  was  saying, 
the  frog  sat  spellbound  by  the  possibilities.  He  could  think  of  lots  of 
things  he  wanted. 

"I  can  have  as  many  bugs  as  I  can  eat,  for  the  rest  of  my  life?"  Blurp 
asked,  his  mouth  watering. 
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"Yes.  If  that  is  your  wish,"  said  Vizzop,  scratching  its  hind  legs 
together  like  sticks. 

"I  can  live  in  the  biggest,  cleanest  frog  pond  in  all  the  world?"  said 
Blurp,  thinking  of  cool  water  and  lily  pads. 

"Indeed,"  said  the  Infield  fly,  his  hundred  eyes  sparkling. 

"I  can  return  home  and  not  be  lost  anymore?"  asked  Blurp,  thinking 
of  his  snug,  cozy  frog  hole  in  the  ban  of  the  hill. 

"In  an  instant,"  said  Vizzop  without  a  second  thought. 

The  frog  pondered  deeply.  Then,  like  a  seed  sprouting  into  a  new 
shoot,  Blurp  recalled  how  he  had  sat  on  the  hillside  the  day  before  and 
watched  the  wren  rise  from  its  perch,  to  soar  so  effortlessly  above  the 
carpeted  landscape.  His  heart  thumping  with  rising  passion,  he  knew 
what  he  wanted  most  in  the  world. 

Croaking  with  glee,  Blurp  blurted,  "I  want  to  fly!" 

"Then  wings  you  shall  have,"  said  Vizzop,  buzzing  its  approval  of  the 
frog's  decision.  Raising  itself  up  on  its  back  legs,  the  fly  danced  its  four 
other  legs  together.  Its  wings  whirred,  sending  electric  sparks  arcing 
like  a  dynamo. 

Blinded  by  the  intense  glare,  Blurp  squinted,  then  closed  his  eyes. 
When  he  opened  them  again,  the  bright  display  was  over.  And  Vizzop 
was  gone,  leaving  behind  only  a  lingering  trace  of  iridescence.  Silently, 
Blurp  wished  the  Infield  Fly  well  on  his  journey. 

It  was  then,  as  the  frog  was  about  to  turn  to  hop  back  up  the  low  hill, 
that  he  realized  there  was  something  different  about  himself.  His  body 
felt  strange.  His  sides  tickled  and  tingled  when  he  moved.  Twisting  his 
head,  Blurp  gasped  in  awe  in  the  things  that  lay  flattened  against  his 
sides:  a  pair  of  emerald  green  feathered  wings! 

Blurp  stretched  his  new  wings  out  to  spread  fully.  At  full  span,  they 
were  almost  twice  his  length.  And  they  were  so  beautiful.  Every  feather 
was  delicately  curved  and  as  light  as  air.  They  shimmered  grandly  in  the 
pale  light  that  cascaded  through  the  chinks  in  the  forest's  leafy  dome. 

Experimenting,  the  frog  flapped  his  wings.  The  force  of  the  air 
pressure  caught  him  off  guard.  Blurp  rose  into  the  air  three  feet,  more 
quickly  than  his  fastest  hop.  He  was  about  to  steel  himself  to  strike  the 
earth,  when  his  miraculous  wings  unfurled,  allowing  him  to  glide  to  a 
soft  landing.  Not  only  had  Vizzop  imbued  him  with  wings;  the  magical 
fly  had  imparted  the  instinct  for  flight. 

Croaking  with  joy,  Blurp  flapped  again,  this  time  allowing  himself 
to  take  wing  as  he  had  seen  so  many  birds  do.  Twice  he  scared  himself 
as  he  had  to  dodge  tree  trunks.  Then,  feeling  the  need  to  stay  close  to 
the  earth  evaporate  from  his  senses,  he  flapped  his  way  upward, 
between  the  tangled  arms  of  the  forest  trees  and  through  a  gap  in  the 
leaf  cover,  until  he  was  winging  into  the  clear,  unobstructed  sky. 
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Untitled  (detail)  -  Mark  Kapera  (mixed  media) 
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Vision  -  Sean  Clifford 

Bleached  and  broken 
grinning  skulls 
stare 

into  the  dark. 
What  wonders  with  those 
pits  they  see. 
Death, 

I  wait  with  levity. 


McDump  -  Andrew  Kimball 

Blood  from  a  long  ago  slaughter 

splatters  on  my  flushed  face. 

Sweat  mingles  with  the  oils 

of  past  lives. 

I  am  covered 

with  the  flesh 

of  a  thousand  beasts. 

Searing  flesh  and  boiling  sinew, 

I  get  paid  for  this. 
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Narrative  Sonnet  -  Mike  Simmons 

In  granite  streets  on  rocky  curbs  I  sat 
Singing  of  how  the  Greeks  assaulted  Troy 
All  for  the  love  between  a  maid  and  boy; 

My  singing  hurt  a  coward's  ear,  he  spat 

And  so  I  sang  again,  of  this  and  that 

Those  traveller's  tales  of  isles  in  ocean  spray 

Where  Paradise  still  lingers  on  today 

A  censoress  heard  this,  and  she,  too,  spat. 

Then  I  did  sing  of  one  who,  with  some  clay 
Enriched  with  his  saliva  made  men  see. 
I  saw  Him,  there  again,  just  yesterday 
Speaking  the  only  truth  that  can  set  free. 
Giving  himself,  He  hung  on  death's  worst  cross 
To  save  me  from  a  Paradisal  loss. 
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Sunday  School  -  Mary  D.  Nelson 

Does  he  think  of  me 

late  at  night  when  he  reads 

His  Bible  in  preparation 

for  his  Sunday  sermon? 

Is  my  name  near  his  lips  when 

he  clutches  that  Book  and  holds 

it  to  his  heart  in  anguish 

at  the  discord  that  I  have  brought 

single-handedly  into  his  simple, 

Puritan  life. 

Does  he  think,  like  my  father, 

that  I  have  shamed 

the  family  and  brought  disgrace 

onto  innocent,  helpless  heads??? 

Or  does  he  look  down 

upon  his  powerful,  big  hands 

fearing,  understanding, 

knowing 

as  his  daughter  and 

I  do —  feeling 

what  both  have  endured. 
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Rape  -  Angel  Guidroz 

It  thunders  in 

a  silent  way 

it  rolls  down  my 

back 

and  across  my  cheek. 

I  cannot  know  my  way  this  week, 

Fve  lost  all  track 

of  thoughts 

and  hearts 

once  bought 

at  the  candy  store. 

Fd  know  more 

if  I  could  part 

with  this  thunder  streak, 

which  rolls  away 

across  my  heart 

and  through  the  day. 

But  Fve  got  a  leak 

in  reasoning  now 

so  I  won't  ask  how 

it  all  began 

or  if  or  when 

to  finish  me. 

I  cannot  call 

her  back 

to  play 

she's  lost  all 

track 

of  then. 

So  now 

this  day 


I  only  know 

that  I  am  lost 

within  this  streak 

of  thunder  which 

will  cost 

much  more 

than  my  heart  was  worth 

in  the  candy  store. 

Oh  ...  If  this  small  part 

of  me  could  go 

Fd  know  the  week 

and  where  I'm  at. 

But  that  is  lost 

somewhere  in  then — 

I  cannot  call 

it  back 

again. 

It  thunders  in  a  silent  way, 

it  calls  the  girl 

to  part 

with  me. 

I  guess  it  always 

rolls  away 

with  more 
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Sunday  School  -  Mary  D.  Nelson 

Does  he  think  of  me 

late  at  night  when  he  reads 

His  Bible  in  preparation 

for  his  Sunday  sermon? 

Is  my  name  near  his  lips  when 

he  clutches  that  Book  and  holds 

it  to  his  heart  in  anguish 

at  the  discord  that  I  have  brought 

single-handedly  into  his  simple, 

Puritan  life. 

Does  he  think,  like  my  father, 

that  I  have  shamed 

the  family  and  brought  disgrace 

onto  innocent,  helpless  heads??? 

Or  does  he  look  down 

upon  his  powerful,  big  hands 

fearing,  understanding, 
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I  do —  feeling 
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Rape  -  Angel  Guidroz 

It  thunders  in 

a  silent  way 

it  rolls  down  my 

back 

and  across  my  cheek. 

I  cannot  know  my  way  this  week, 

IVe  lost  all  track 

of  thoughts 

and  hearts 

once  bought 

at  the  candy  store. 

Fd  know  more 

if  I  could  part 

with  this  thunder  streak, 

which  rolls  away 

across  my  heart 

and  through  the  day. 

But  I've  got  a  leak 

in  reasoning  now 

so  I  won't  ask  how 

it  all  began 

or  if  or  when 

to  finish  me. 

I  cannot  call 

her  back 

to  play 

she's  lost  all 

track 

of  then. 

So  now 

this  day 


I  only  know 

that  I  am  lost 

within  this  streak 

of  thunder  which 

will  cost 

much  more 

than  my  heart  was  worth 

in  the  candy  store. 

Oh  .  .  .  If  this  small  part 

of  me  could  go 

I'd  know  the  week 

and  where  I'm  at. 

But  that  is  lost 

somewhere  in  then — 

I  cannot  call 

it  back 

again. 

It  thunders  in  a  silent  way, 

it  calls  the  girl 

to  part 

with  me. 

I  guess  it  always 

rolls  away 

with  more 
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Mission  -  Consuela 

I  was  definitely  on  a  mission .  I  can't  say  that  it  was  the  El  wood  Blues 
"mission  from  God,"  but  it  was  certainly  one  of  spirituality.  Three 
months  earlier,  I  had  entrusted  the  care  of  my  traveling  buddy,  my  one 
true  friend,  my  big  stuffed  bear,  to  whom  I  thought  I  could  most  rely  on — 
my  man.  Yes,  it  does  seem  a  little  juvenile  for  a  21  year  old  college  senior 
to  have  a  teddy  bear,  but  Percival  is  special. 

Of  course  Perc'  is  a  relic;  a  souvenir  from  a  high  school  romance  that 
retained  its  huggable  quality  even  through  a  nasty  breakup.  Perc' 
accompanied  me  on  the  long  plane  trips  between  New  York  and  Alaska, 
and  helped  me  through  the  first  two  years  of  college  while  riding  in  a 
huge  suitcase,  though,  since  I  didn't  want  to  advertise  the  fact  that  I  still 

keep  my  teddy  bear.  He  rode  in  the  back  seat  with  Mom  when  Dad  drove 
me  down  to  Louisiana  after  I  transferred  schools.  And  then,  when  I 
finally  got  my  own  car  and  drove  the  entire  way  to  Louisiana  by  myself, 
Perc'  rode  shotgun. 

What  better  co-pilot  could  a  relatively  nervous  driver  have  on 
America's  raceways  or  inter-states  than  a  big  fluffy  bear  wearing  a  plaid 
as  a  pillow  when  I  stayed  in  the  motels  by  myself  on  the  way  to  school. 
Yes,  I  said  "big  fuzzy  bear  butt."  This  bear  had  soft,  light  brown  fur  and 
a  big  round  head  with  shiny  brown  eyes  and  a  soft  brown  nose,  arms  that 
were  permanently  in  the  hug  position,"  and  the  biggest  backside  I  had 
ever  seen  on  a  stuffed  animal.  I'm  sure  the  size  was  to  facilitate  him  in 
sittingup,  but  it  was  really  big!  Perc's  rump  proved  quite  useful,  though, 
in  providing  a  wonderfully  soft  pillow  or  backrest,  and  it  was  never  so 
big  that  it  hogged  the  bed. 

For  Thanksgiving  I  had  decided  to  take  my  second  major  road  trip 
and  go  to  Ohio  to  see  my  man.  Once  again  Perc'  rode  shotgun,  and  he 
applauded  my  driving  expertise  as  I  maneuvered  my  way  through 
Cincinnati  at  4:30  on  a  Friday  afternoon.  While  with  my  main  squeeze, 
who,  during  the  course  of  my  visit  showed  me  the  diamond  ring  he  was 
going  to  buy  me  and  totally  won  my  heart,  Perc'  set  up  residence  in  a 
rocking  chair  by  the  couch.  I  made  sure  he  didn't  feel  left  out,  adorning 
him  in  my  man's  white  boxers  (with  red  hearts  on  them)  for  the  duration. 
It  was  such  an  adoring  scene,  I  had  to  take  a  picture,  which  takes  its 
place  on  my  desk. 

When  it  was  time  to  go,  I  knew  how  much  I  would  be  missed,  and 
in  the  traditional  feminine,  sacrificing  manner,  I  left  Perc'  in  Ohio  to 
keep  my  man  company. 

The  main  squeeze  was  supposed  to  visit  me  at  Christmas,  and  I  was 
hoping  that  he  would  bring  Perc'  with  him,  but  his  vacation  wasn't  long 
enough,     and  some  very  chilly  winds  began  to  blow  through  the 
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relationship.  So  school  started  again  (my  last  semester)  and  instead  of 
worrying  about  ordering  a  cap  and  gown,  all  I  could  do  was  wonder  what 
had  gone  wrong  with  the  man,  and  where  Percival  was. 

I  knew  that  even  if  the  relationship  couldn't  be  saved,  I  was  going 
to  get  my  bear.  Upon  graduating,  I  was  going  directly  to  Ohio,  "do  not 
pass  Go,  do  not  collect  $200  dollars,"  and  I  was  going  to  grab  my  bear 
by  his  big  fuzzy  butt  and  put  him  right  back  where  he  belongs — in  the 
passenger  seat. 

But  I  couldn't  stand  it  that  long.  Around  February,  I  found  a  big 
empty  space  in  my  calender,  and  some  gas  money  in  my  pocket.  I  took 
off  on  the  big  highway  and  drove  14  hours  until  I  was  right  there, 
knocking  on  the  door  and  grabbing  my  bear.  What  happened  between  me 
and  the  man  really  makes  no  difference.  What  matters  is  that  Perc  '  is 
right  here  next  to  me,  with  his  seat  belt  buckled  and  a  perpetual  hug  in 
his  arms,  sitting  silently  when  I  take  those  wrong  exits,  and  offering  his 
soft  paw  for  a  "low  five"  when  I  successfully  reach  my  destinations. 


society  climacteric  -  Linda  Boyd 

a  woman  is  caught  in  whirlwind 

abuse  and  bolts 

frightened  from  arms  that  crush 

tripping  on  the  roots 

of  good  intentions 

crashes  to  hell 

one  bloody  hand  brushing, 

trying  to  grasp  fingers  that  offer  no  hope, 

just  resistance  of  branches  snapping  back 
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Popcorn  -  Isabella  Martes 

sweet  and  salty  and  sticky  and  hot 
leaves  the  impression  i'm  full  but  i'm  not. 
eat  more  and  more  but  the  taste  is  belied, 
it's  too  light  and  empty,  i'm  still  hungry  inside. 
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Bang  -  James  Hunter  (felt  tip) 
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Yesterday's  -  Daryl  Lathon 

Lines  of  light  fill  the  walls  enticing  all 

to  slake  their  thirst  for  lowered  walls 
Amazing  gyrations  and  contortions  of  the  body 

by  a  select  few  who  inhabit  here, 
Inconsistent  instrumental  vibrations  conquer 

the  silence  that  would  rule  this  night, 
And  I  swim  in  this  melting  pot  sea  of  unwanteds 

more  unwanted  than  before. 

My  lack  of  restraint  causes  me  to  seek  here  the  simbiotic 
relator  who  will  use  me  as  I  will  use  her.  Unceasing  with  the 
intensity  of  the  sun.  I  hope  to  be  consumed  by  her  as  she  will 
be  devoured  by  me.  But  continued  rejection  looms  in  and 
pollutes  the  already  deadly  air.  I  am  only  human.  With  each 
gasp  for  life  I  fill  my  tarred  lungs  with  yet  another  heavy  layer 
of  death. 

The  lines  remain  on  the  walls,  blurred, 
Instrumental  vibrations  become  increasingly  inconsistent, 
Bodies  continue  to  move  but  now  with  greater  fluidity 
And  I  lay  face  down  butt  up  moving  ever  closer 
to  the  destination  of  man's  travels. 
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Crazy  -  Isabella  Martes 

I'm  crazy 

but  nobody  knows. 

(Except  me) 
I  hear  voices  in  my  head 

that  hurt  me,  berate  me, 

scold  me, 
in  a  howling  silence 

that  cuts  me  in  two 

like  cold  metal 
daggers. 
Nobody  knows. 

I  hide  it  well. 
I  can  stifle  the  mad  screaming 

and  sweep  it  into  the  dusty  closet  of  my 
mind 

with  all  the  other  skeletons 
except  now  my  head  is  too  full 

and  the  screaming  leaks  out 
through  cracks  in  a  brittle  smile. 
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Confessions  -  Rex  E.  Hamilton 

"Forgive  me,  Father, 

For  I  have  sinned. 

I  shot  Santa  dead 

When  he  came  down 

The  chimney. 

All  the  toys  are  mine  now  - 

And  I  won't  give  them  back! 

Also, 

We  were  hungry  that  night, 

So, 

We  ate  all  his  reindeers," 

Said  the  little  boy. 

"Have  any  leftovers?" 

Asked  the  priest. 
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UFO  in  Midwinter  Summertime  -  Angel  Guidroz 

The  orange  space  heater 

glares  down  at  me  from  the 

bathroom  ceiling 

like  a  UFO, 

bathing  my  confusion 

with  its  pumpkin  colored 

aura. 

I've  learned  to  like  the  dark. 

Faded,  decorated  memories 

slide  through  my  mind, 

pressing  against  the  back  of 

my  eyes 

like  an  old  rusty  iron, 

sizzling  away  my  senses, 

so  that  all  I  see 

is  darkness 

and  orange  peace. 

Squeezing  my  lids 

tight  and  ordering 

the  marching  band  to  leave 

me  alone, 

I  feel  the  lead  weight 

melt  into  just  a  sting. 

Maybe  the  tears 

are  a  relief. 

My  hands  feel  like  dead  lizards, 

and  my  lips  are 

cold. 

A  thin  string  of  sweat 

trickles  down  the  dent 

in  my  back. 

This  is  what  summer  felt  like  once. 

The  sun's  faint  kiss 

brushes  my  forehead,  and  presses  itself  back  into  place 

against  the  chalk-white 


^ 
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plastered  ceiling. 

The  lizards 

wring  my  eyes  out 

like  dishtowels. 

and  crawl  away 

with  the  sweat  on  my 

skin 

until  both  are  cleansed 

in  the  huge  blue  pool. 

I  feel 

fresh 

like  starched  white 

shirts, 

hung  up  in  a  closet, 

except  that  I 

can't  hang  myself  away  somewhere 

and  stay 

crisp  and  clean. 

The  hot  summer 

memories, 

drag  me  around  like  a  loved 

ragdoll, 

pinching  out  my  eyes, 

tearing  the  seam 

of  my  back., 

and  rubbing  my  skin  rough. 

Featureless, 

limp, 

cotton  and  sawdust: 

that's  all  I  am. 

Unless  I  stay 

here  in  this  bathroom 

smooth -skinned  and  safe, 

hidden  from  the  prickly 

summer  stories 

protected  by  my  ^  ) 

UFO. 
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Danca  Day  -  Cindy  Morrison  (Black  &  White  Photo) 
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Enjoy  the  Silence  -  Linda  Boyd 

Experimental  Music 

Experimental  music,  which  could  be  defined  as  merely  tentative 
steps  in  music  toward  a  full-fledged  style,  can  be  described  differently 
in  the  context  of  John  Cage's  world.  For  Cage,  twentieth  century 
composer,  performer,  and  listener,  music  is  experimental  that 

moves  [the  attention]  towards  the  observation  and 
audition  of  many  things  at  once,  including  those  that  are 
environmental  -  becomes,  that  is,  inclusive  rather  than 
exclusive  -  no  question  of  making,  in  the  sense  of  forming 
understandable  structures,  can  arise...,  providing  it  is 
understood  not  as  descriptive  of  an  act  to  be  later  judged 
in  terms  of  success  and  failure,  but  simply  as  of  an  act 
the  outcome  of  which  is  unknown  (Nyman,  1974:1). 

John  Cage  was  such  an  experimental  musician,  playing  with  elements 
of  life  rather  than  just  elements  usually  specific  to  music.  He  looked  to 
Eastern  Zen  ideas  and  chance  happenings  to  arrange  themselves  into 
music  of  life,  and  expected  his  listeners  to  challenge  their  ideas  of  music 
as  specific  traditions  of  tones  and  bars,  and  instead  see  the  accidental 
music,  and  the  so-called  "art  of  noise"  as  the  most  universal  form  of 
music. 

His  Grand  Purpose  was  to  redefine  what  we  think  of  as  "art"  and 
"music."  He  aimed,  in  his  words,  "to  make  a  musical  composition  in  the 
continuity  of  which  is  free  of  individual  taste  and  memory  (psychology) 
and  also  of  the  literature  and  'traditions'  of  art"  (Grove,  1980:  598)  He 
believed  that  we  should  not  shape  the  world  around  us,  but  rather,  adapt 
ourselves  to  the  people  and  objects  around  us  (Grove,  1980:599),  an 
extremely  Taoist  idea  he  probably  picked  up  from  his  studies  of  Eastern 
philosophy:  go  with  the  flow;  bend  like  a  reed  in  the  wind,  be  an  un carved 
block  shaped  by  the  forces  around  you.  Cage  explained  in  his  lectures 
and  writings  that  the  distinctions  between  art  and  life  should  be  broken 
down,  and  he,  as  a  composer,  aimed  to  break  these  barriers  down  for  the 
audiences  that  would  not  or  had  not  done  so  for  themselves.  To  expect 
"art"  at  a  given  time  and  place,  in  the  concert  hall,  and  then  to  react  to 
it  in  a  predetermined  way,  is  not  enough;  one  must  learn  to  find  art 
elsewhere,  and  learn  to  respond  to  it.  Cage,  by  offering  the  sounds  and 
noises  not  usually  associated  with  "music"  was  attempting  to  force 
people  to  realize  this  change,  and  ultimately,  life,  in  themselves(Grove, 
1980:  601).  Or,  as  Cage  wrote  in  "Experimental  Music:  Doctrine"  from 
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his  book,  Silence: 

This...  is  an  affirmation  of  life  -  not  to  bring  order  out  of 
chaos  or  to  suggest  improvements  in  creation,  but 
simply  to  wake  up  to  the  very  life  we're  living  which  is 
so  excellent  once  one  gets  one's  mind  and  one's  desires 
out  of  the  way  and  lets  it  act  of  its  own  accord.  (Cage, 
1961:  12) 

The  very  definition  of  performance  had  to  be  challenged  as  well. 
Performance  should  be  part  of  the  actual  outcome,  not  merely  a  vehicle 
that  allows  the  piece  to  be  experienced: 

Musical  performance  becomes  a  kind  of  existentialist 
activity  in  which  the  notions  of  "musical  composition," 
of  "performance,"  of  communication,"  and  of  "work  of 
art"  itself  are  destroyed  or  drastically  altered;  in  which 
the  real,  determined  world  and  the  unreal  accidental 
world  of  "art"  merge;  in  which  the  listener  becomes 
directly  involved  in  an  activity  in  which  the  old 
distinctions  and  relationships  are  meaningless 
(Salzman,1974:  153). 

Cage  also  challenged  the  Western  Supremacy  of  pitch  organization,  the 
relationship  of  sound  events,  and  the  need  for  conscious  determination 
of  these  sound  events  (Salzman,  1974: 138).  He  sought  to  redefine  every 
idea,  change  every  variable,  and  create  an  unconventional  but  universal 
work,  playing  on  the  listeners  most  primitive  instincts  rather  than  the 
conventions  created  artificially  by  cultures  and  societies. 

Music  of  Chance 

In  the  Late  1940s,  Cage  began  to  study  Eastern  philosophies  and 
Zen  Buddhism  under  Gita  Sarabhai  and  DaisetzT.  Suzuki,  respectively. 
He  began  studying  the  Chinese  oracle,  the  book  of  changes,  (/  Ching  ), 
in  the  early  1950s  (Grove,  1980:  598),  and  proceeded  to  apply  what  he 
had  learned  to  his  writing  and  music. 

Cage's  use  of  Dada  and  Zen-like  chance  elements  can  be  seen  in  such 
practices  as  his  use  of  the  I-Ching  oracle  to  make  choices  for  sounds 
used.  This  style  taps  into  the  "uniqueness  of  the  moment,"  with  the 
assumption  that  no  two  moments  are  ever  alike.  Thus,  no  two 
performances,  even  of  the  same  pieces  of  music,  are  ever  alike.  The  idea 
is  to  "de-control  the  conscious  manipulation  of  sound,"  (Salzman, 
1974: 153).  There  is  a  pick-up-sticks  mentality  to  this  style  of  composition, 
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allowing  the  millions  of  influences  do  the  work  for  the  composer,  whose 
real  job  is  just  to  record  the  music  of  the  moment  and  translate  it  onto 
paper.  This  was  done  as  follows: 

Cage  asked  the  I-Ching  as  to  how  many  notes  should  be 
used  from  each  page;  whether  they  are  to  be  played 
normally,  or  are  muted  or  plucked;  whether  they  are 
sharp,  flat  or  natural,  or  are  noises  to  be  produced  by 
hand  or  beater,  inside  or  outside  the  piano  construction. 
(Nyman,  1974:  53) 

These  were  attained  by  tossing  I-Ching  coins  and  attaining  various 
patterns  of  three  broken  lines  and  three  solid  lines.  This  is  basically  a 
complicated  form  of  flipping  a  coin  or  tossing  dice.  In  fact,  these  types 
of  compositions  were  dubbed  "aleatoric  music,"  derived  from  the  Latin, 
alea,  dice  (Weiss  and  Taruskin,  1984:  522).  The  most  obvious  use  of  this 
style  is  Music  of  Changes,  aptly  named  after  the  book  of  changes. 

Other  variations  of  this  "unmediated  chance"  include  recording 
music 

based  on  the  flaws  in  the  paper  one  is  writing  on,  a  technique  recorded 
similarly  to  the  I-Ching  style,  using  predetermined  variables,  and  a 
form  that  used  playing  cards  to  determine  the  music,  used  in  Theatre 
Piece  in  1960  (Nyman,  1974:  5). 

Finally,  Cage  wrote  musical  scores  that  gave  the  performer  a  set 
pattern  to  follow,  but  allowed  the  performer  to  choose  his  or  her  sounds 
at  will,  and  then  plug  them  into  the  sheet  music,  which,  it  must  be  added, 
looks  nothing  at  all  like  traditional  sheet  music.  This  can  be  seen  in  the 
explanation  and  sheet  music  of  the  Aria  Cage  wrote  for  Cathy  Berberian. 
The  lines  represent  the  general  direction  the  voice  should  go,  but  no  key 
or  notes  are  given.  Further,  words  of  various  languages  are  to  be  sung 
in  various  voices,  determined  by  the  color  of  the  lines.  These  voices  could 
be,  for  instance,  Dark  Blue  =  Jazz,  red  =  contralto,  and  brown  =  nasal, 
etc.  Other  places  were  marked  for  sound  effects  like  hand  claps,  clicks, 
grunts,  and  other  non-musical  noises.  Even  the  accompanying  music 
(or  lack  thereof)  was  up  to  the  performer  (Kerman,  1980: 476-7).  In  these 
ways,  Cage's  pieces  could  be  carried  out  as  multiple-blind  experiments, 
with  no-one  able  to  imagine  the  outcome  until  it  occurred.  Cage 
explained  his  desire  for  this  lack  of  control  over  the  finished  product 
when  he  says,  "When  you  get  right  down  to  it,  a  composer  is  simply 
someone  who  tells  other  people  what  to  do.  I  find  this  an  unattractive 
way  of  getting  things  done...."  (Kerman,  1980:  477). 
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The  Art  of  Noise 

Another  fascinating  use  of  chance  that  Cage  put  to  use  was  the  so- 
called  "art  of  noise,"  music  based  on  white  noise,  sounds  produced 
unintentionally,  and  usually  ignored.  At  least  part  of  the  idea  for  this 
came  when  Cage  allowed  himself  to  be  put  in  an  anechoic  chamber 
where  expecting  to  hear  silence,  he  was  surprised  to  hear  two  distinct 
sounds,  one  high,  the  sound  of  his  nervous  system,  and  one  low,  the 
sound  of  his  circulation.  Sounds,  he  realized,  not  music  per  se  would 
come  much  closer  to  introducing  us  to  Life,  and  that  Art  is  not  authentic 
life,  but  an  artificially  created  vogue,  changing  independently  from  life 
(Nyman,  1974: 22).  His  most  famous  work  to  use  this  idea  is  4*33 " ,  first 
performed  in  1952.  Consisting  of  three  parts  marked  "TACET,"  to  be 
performed  on  any  instrument,  the  piece  is  for  seemingly  mere  silence. 
The  result,  however,  is  anything  but  mere,  as  the  movements  of  the 
listeners,  performers,  coughs,  stomach  rumblings,  snores  (!)  or  any 
combination  of  sounds  become  the  work.  It  is  a  demonstration  that  it  is 
impractical  to  retain  the  traditional  seperation  of  sound  and  silence 
(Nyman,  1974:  60).  Again,  this  is  music  of  chance,  but  chance  is  based 
on  a  different  set  of  rules. 

Another  series  of  unusual  sounds,  Cage  discovered,  could  be  attained 
by 

using  unusual  "instruments,"  and  by  changing  the  usual  instruments. 
Radios,  water  gongs,  pots  and  pans,  ox  bells,  brake  drums,  thundersheets, 
audio-frequency  oscillators,  electric  buzzers,  etc.,  all  became  orchestral 
instruments  in  Cage's  hands.  He  also  transformed  normal  instruments 
to  create  unusual  sounds.  The  best  example  of  this  is  the  prepared  piano, 
a  piano  that  had  objects  inserted  between  and  on  the  strings.  The  sounds 
that  resulted  were  distinctive  percussive  sounds  that  covered  a  large 
range  (Grove,  1980:  598). 

Listening  to  the  East 

Cage  applied  both  the  chance  composition  techniques  and  the  music 
of  noises  in  many  of  his  works,  which  in  turn  led  him  to  another  Eastern 
influence  that  he  used  in  his  work,  that  is,  music  based  on  rhythmic 
patterns  rather  than  pitch  patterns.  Because  the  sounds  produced  by 
prepared  pianos  [in  themselves  rather  Eastern-sounding,  and  often 
compared  to  the  Balinese  gamelan  (Machlis,  1961:  632)]  and  other 
unusual  percussion  instruments  Cage  used  created  sounds  of 
indeterminate  or  extremely  complex  pitch,  it  was  impossible  to  write 
music  based  on  pitch  organization.  Thus,  he  moved  to  rhythmic 
patterns,  similar  to  the  patterns  built  on  additive  groups  found  in  some 
Eastern  music.  First  Construction  and  Music  for  Marcel  Duchamp  are 
two  examples  in  which  Cage  applied  this  technique;  the  results  have  "a 
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static  quality  quite  different  from  the  linear,  goal-oriented  thrust  of 
most  western  European  and  American  art  music."  Cage  explains  that 
the  expressive  intent  of  some  of  these  pieces  reflects  Eastern  attitudes 
(Grove,1980:  598). 

Cage's  involvement  with  the  movement  of  non-western  influenced 
music,  as  well  as  his  experiments  with  rhythmic  serialism  and  recording 
technology,  and  Eastern  philosophy,  are  what  ultimately  led  him  to 
challenge  the  tradition  of  the  supremacy  of  Western  pitch  organization, 
the  relationship  between  sound  events,  and  finally ,  the  need  for  conscious 
determination  and  control  over  the  music  (Salzman,  1974:  138). 

Enter:  Technology 

Later  forms  of  noise-music  were  created  to  use  growing  technology. 
Amplification  was  an  important  development  for  Cage,  who  made  a 
huge  stir  when  he  attached  a  throat  mike  around  his  neck  and  drank  a 
glass  of  water,  "reverberating  through  the  hall  like  the  pounding  of 
giant  surf,"  (Nyman,  1974:  77-8). 

Technology  merged  with  another  art  form,  this  time  dance,  for 
Variations  V  (1965).  Performed  by  the  Merce  Cunningham  Dance 
Company,  along  with  musicians  David  Tudor  (who  first  performed 
4'33")  and  Gordon  Mumma,  the  sound  was  totally  dependant  on  the 
movement  of  the  dancers.  Gordon  Mumma  explains: 

The  stage  contains  two  systems  of  electronic  sensors;  the 
first  is  a  set  of  focused  photocells,  the  second  a  group  of 
five-foot-high  antennae.  As  the  dancers  move  about  the 
stage  they  interrupt  the  light  which  falls  on  the  photocells. 
The  vertical  antennas...  respond  to  the  distance  of  the 
dancers  from  each  other,  to  the  proximity  of  the  dancers 
to  the  antennas,  and  to  the  number  of  dancers  on  the 
stage.  The  changes  of  light  intensity  on  the  photocells, 
and  the  capacitive  responses  of  the  antennas,  are  both 
transmitted  as  electrical  signals  to  electronic  music 
'trigger'  equipment  in  the  orchestra  pit.  The  musicians 
operate  an  'orchestra'  of  tape  recorders,  record  players, 
and  radio  receivers  which  contain  the  sound  materials 
composed  by  Cage.  Before  these  sounds  are  heard  by  the 
audience  they  are  fed  into  the  electronic-music  'trigger' 
equipment.  The  sounds  are  then  released  to  loudspeakers 
in  the  audience  by  the  triggering  action  of  the  dancers' 
movements  on  the  stage.  Because  the  functions  of  these 
two  separate  sensor  systems  overlap,  the  correspondences 
of  the  dancers'  movements  on  the  stage  and  the  sound 
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movements  in  the  auditorium  are  extremely  complex... 
(Nyman,  1974:  82). 

Still  other  uses  of  so-called  "noise"  m  elude  feedback,  which  Cage 
used,  along  with  other  usually  unwanted  electronic  noise  by-products, 
in  Cartridge  Music . 

Continuity 

The  earliest  influences  on  Cage  came  from  Charles  Ives  and  Henry 
Cowell,  as  well  as  his  own  teacher,  Schoenberg.  Ives  influenced  Cage 
with  his  early  use  of  machines  as  unusual  instruments,  creating 
"industrial"  music.  Cowell  added  the  use  of  Eastern  music  and  the 
rhythmic  structures.  From  Schoenberg  he  learned  about  the  twelve- 
tone  structure,  and  how  to  break  down  conventions  that  the  world  sets 
up  for  composers.  Cage  took  all  of  these  men's  teachings  and, 
combining  them  with  his  study  of  Eastern  philosophies,  created  music 
unlike  any  other. 

Cage  broke  plenty  of  new  ground  in  the  early  and  mid-twentieth 
century,  and  in  doing  so,  influenced  scores  of  other  composers  and 
musicians.  Harry  Partch  carries  on  the  tradition  in  Southern  California 
(Salzman,1974:  166)  in  the  exploration  of  microtonal  music 
(Machlis,  1961: 622),  and  Stockhausen  used  Cage's  radio-wave  sampling 
inKurzwellen  (Salzman,  1774:175).  Polish  composer  SchafTer  used  the 
unknown  outcome  idea  in  a  piano  piece  that  goes  on  until  everyone  in 
the  audience  has  left  (Salzman,  1974: 179).  Cage  loaned  his  ideas  to  the 
music  of  the  1960's,  too,  both  to  minimalist  concept  music  of  LaMonte 
Young  (Salzman,  1974:  186)  and  to  the  rock  music  of  Frank  Zappa 
(Salzman,  1974: 190),  and  to  Joe  Byrd  and  John  Cale,  both  of  whom  were 
Cage's  students  (Salzman,  1974: 191).  In  fact,  Salzman  points  out  that 
the  entire  pop-art  movement  of  the  1960's  owes  "a  great  deal  to  Cage..." 
and  that  the  importance  of  his  work  "cannot  be  over-emphasized," 
(Salzman,  1974:  184-5).  Phillip  Glass  uses  Cage's  living  music  and 
choices  left  up  to  the  performer  (Nyman,  1974:  129).  Indeed,  it  is 
unlikely  that  any  musician  creating  electronic  music  today  has  not  been 
influenced  by  John  Cage,  whether  knowingly  or  not.  Other  musicians 
like  Brian  Eno,  who  has  created  minimalist  pieces  like  Music  for 
Airports  based  on  found  sounds,  as  well  as  industrial  and  Eastern 
influenced  works  like  Broken  Head  and  The  Bell  Dogs;  Steve  Fisk  and 
the  Test  Dept,  and  Genesis  P.  Orridge  of  the  Throbbing  Gristle/Psychic 
TV,  all  use  Cagian  elements  -  machinery  sounds,  found  tape  and 
sampling,  layers  of  sound  creating  "noise,"  and,  especially  in  the  latter 
group,  experimental  performance-art  "shows"  that  involve  art,  anti-art 
and  non-art  elements  to  create  sensory  explosions  among  the  audience. 
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John  Cage  created  some  beautifully  chaotic  music,  true  music  of  the 
future,  forward  looking  (and  hardly  glancing  over  its  shoulder)  using 
decidedly  non- Western  and  non-traditional  themes  and  ideas.  According 
to  John  Cage,  America  has  always  been  ripe  for  Eastern  philosophies, 
located  geographically  between  the  West  (Europe)  and  the  East  (Asia). 
But  perhaps  the  best  explanation  of  the  forward-reaching  music  of  John 
Cage  and  his  contemporaries,  is  summed  up  in  the  following: 

Once,  in  Amsterdam,  a  Dutch  musician  said  to  me,  'It  must 
be  very  difficult  for  you  in  America  to  write  music,  for  you 
are  so  far  away  from  the  centers  of  tradition.'  I  had  to  say, 
'It  must  by  very  difficult  for  you  in  Europe  to  write  music, 
for  you  are  so  close  to  the  centers  of  tradition.  (Cage,  1961: 
73) 

Indeed,  the  road  forward  from  Cage's  music  seems  already  paved;  more 
uses  of  found  tape,  sampling,  and  other  unusual  musical  techniques 
found  in  ever- widening  musical  circles,  all  off-springs  of  the  work  done  by 
John  Cage. 

Sources 

Cage,  John,  A  Year  from  Monday:  New  Lectures  and  Writings  bv  John 
Cage  Middletown:  Wesleyan  University  Press,  1967 

Cage,  John.  Empty  Words:  Writings  '73-'78.  Middletown:  Wesleyan 
University  Press,  1979. 

Cage,  John.  M:  Writings  '67-'72.  Middletown:  Wesleyan  University 
Press,  1973. 

Cage,  John.  Notations.  Something  Else  Press;  New  York,  NY.   1969. 

Cage,  John.  Silence.  Middletown:  Wesleyan  University  Press,  1961. 

Cage,  John.  Themes  and  Variations.  Barrytown:  Station  Hill,  1982. 

Cage,  John.  X  Writings '79-'82.  Middletown:  Wesleyan  University  Press, 
1983. 

Cage,  John  and  Geoffrey  Bernard.  Conversations  without  Feldman:  A 
Talk  Between  John  Cage  and  Geoffrey  Bernard.  Darlinghurst:  Black 
Ram  Books,  1980. 

97 


Harman,  Alec  and  Wilfred  Mellers.     Man  and  His  Music. 
London:  Barrie  and  Jenkins;  1980. 

Kerman,  Joseph.  Listen:  3rd  Edition.  University  of  California 
at  Berkley;  New  York:  Worth  Publishers,  Inc.,  1980. 

Nyman,  Michael.   Experimental  Music.  New  York:  Schirmer 
Books,  1974. 

Sadie,  Stanley  (editor).   New  Grove  Dictionary  of  Music  and 
Musicians.  London:  MacMillian  Publishers  Limited,  1980. 

Salzman,  Eric.    Twentieth-Century  Music;  An  Introduction, 
Englewood  Cliffs:  Prentice  Hall,  1974. 

Weiss,  Piero  and  Richard  Taruskin.  Music  in  the  Western 
World.  New  York:  Schirmer  Books,  1984. 


98 


Contributors'  Notes 

Consuela  is  about  to  leave. 

Carol  Bernard  is  writing  her  senior  thesis  on  Sylvia  Plath. 

Linda  Boyd  is  about  sick  of  the  SGA 

Jason  Bratlie  is  now  a  rock-n-roll  singer  in  a  grunge  band,  but  he 

isn't  famous  yet. 
Sean  M.  Clifford  is  an  aspiring  novelist  and  an  avid  role-player. 
Phillip  DeVilbiss  is  a  sociology  major. 
John  Doughty,  jr.  is  himself,  and  that's  that. 
C.  Michael  Edwards  writes  short  stories  that  are  very  long. 
Marcy  Frantom  is  a  writer  and  photographer.  She  is  obsessed  with 

the  town  of  Goldonna. 
Rhoni  Gallagher  is  perpetually  late,  highly  tactile  and  oral, 

intelligent,  and  caustic. 
Dawna  Gray  was  a  senior  in  biology  who  just  decided  to  major  in 

english. 
Ben  Grieser  is  into  explosives. 

Angel  Guidroz  is  a  Theatre  and  English  major  from  Lafayette. 
Robert  Gunn  is  going  to  graduate. 
Rex  E.  Hamilton  enjoys  reading,  writing  poetry,  and  walking 

barefoot  through  graveyards.  He  listens  to  a  wide  variety  of  loud 

music,  but  would  prefer  (adamantly)  that  you  not  call  him  a 

headbanger.  He  drives  the  wrong  way  in  parking  lots. 
Deborah  Harris  is  an  aspiring  writer  with  a  positive  and  joyful 

outlook  on  life. 
Monica  Hendricks  is  a  first-year  student  at  Scholars'  College.  She 

used  to  edit  a  rock  poety  zine  called  Voix! 
David  Herrell  is  merging  brain  particles  while  focusing  on  Gay  and 

Lesbian  Studies  at  the  Scholars'  College. 
James  Hunter  likes  to  skateboard,  draw,  and  write,  he's  "kinda 

quiet,  kinda  silly." 
Mark  Kapera  believes  in  world  expression  and  self-peace. 
Andrew  Kimball  is  still  addicted  to  video  games. 
Nicole  King's  hero  is  Albert  Einstein. 
Daryl  Lathon  likes  theatre  and  writing. 
Valerie  Lee  is  an  English  major. 
"Arkansas"  Christopher  Lowry  is  unusual  for  a  writer,  since  he 

hates  to  be  taken  seriously.  He  wears  boxer  shorts. 
Isabella  Martes  went  crazy;  she  claims  "it's  a  genetic  problem." 
Cindy  Morrison  spent  her  summer  in  Europe. 
Mary  D.  Nelson  has  a  plan  to  acheive  world  peace:  stop  at  3  o'clock 

every  day  and  drink  a  beer  with  whomever  is  standing  next  to 
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you! 
Colum  O'  did  everything  worth  doing,  then  decided  to  major  in 

English  and  Anthropology  at  NSU. 
Sub-Zero  Permafrost  is...  urn,  the  name  says  it  all. 
Paul  D.  Pickering  is  a  bit  non-traditional,  and  not  just  as  a  student. 

He  never  learned  to  surf. 
David  Pine  is  a  shutterbug  from  Robeline. 
Harley  Quinn  enjoys  breathing  and  sleep. 
Ronald  Rachal  is  a  grad  student  in  the  SPS  program.  He  works  for 

the  Space  Science  Group. 
Mike  Simmons  is  a  history  major  who  likes  to  play  the  piano,  work 

on  computers,  and  write  poetry. 
Jonathan  Wallace  wears  a  kilt,  sometimes. 
Grant  Williams  is  a  sweetheart. 
Laura  Young  is  getting  help  for  her  problem,  and  is  getting  better. 

She  asks  that  the  rest  of  us  not  resort  to  what  she  did. 
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